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In the “Lord of the Saddle” Rodeo Sweepstakes, you and your sidekick 
have the chance to win a 10-day trip to Calgary, Canada and back—or one of 
175 other rip-roaring prizes. The Stampede is on, so enter now and lasso 


yourself a winner. 


The stampede is on. Throw yourself into the spirit of the 
Old West at the Calgary Stampede in Alberta. It's Canada's 
biggest rodeo and wild west show and you can spend ten 
days and nights there in a ringside seat—watching the 
world's most daring bronc and bull riders, steer wrestlers, 
trick ropers and lady barrel racers. You can take a fling at 
the world's largest casino. dance in the streets. enjoy the 
best in western entertainment. 


Saddle up and go. The 1982 Stampede starts July 9, and 
runs through July 18. A trip for two is the Grand Prize in the 
Lord Calvert Canadian “Lord of the Saddle” Sweepstakes. 
We'll fly you there and back—give you $1,000 expense 
money and accommodations in Calgary's most elegant 
hotel. You'll really come alive with the action and spirit of 
the Old West. 


Win. Win. Win. And if you don't win the Grand Prize, there 
are plenty of other western winners waiting for you—175 
other "Lord of the Saddle” prizes. j 
So get into action and rope 
yourself a winner in the 
Calgary Stampede. 


5 First Prizes: 
Genuine Sheepskin coats 
Quality shearlings 
styled tor warmth 
and a handsome appearance 


5 Second Prizes: 
Lucchese Handmade Boots 
The ultimate in comfort 
durability and classic styling 
40 Third Prizes: 

Stetson "Stampede" Hats. 
Genuine Western-style. 

125 Fourth Prizes: 

Lord Calvert Bar Mirrors. 


Rules: 1. On the Lord Calvert entry 
form, of on a.3°x5' piece of paper. 
print your name, address and zip 
code. Then write in the number of 
times the word imported appears 
on the bottle and two labels of 

iter oF 750 ML size of 
vert, which is available at 


Lord C 


local retailer Or. you may 


ape to’ Lord of the Saddle 
takes, PO. Box 8268, 


Enter as ofter 


t be maile 


eived 
by December 31, 1981 eligible 
Prize winners will be determined in 
a witnessed random drawing by 
Siebel/Mohr, inc., an independent 
judging organization whose deci: 
sions are final. Winning entries 
must also include the correct 
answer to the question asked on 
the entry form. No purchase re: 
quired Taxes are the responsibility 
of the winner 

3. Grang prize winner will receive 

a trip for two to the 1982 Calg 
pede. this includes air fare 
d hotel for 10 days plus $1,00 
expense money The first 5 pr 


winners will receive a 3/4 length 
shearling coat. The 5 second 

prize winners will receive a pair of 
Lucchese boots, The 40 third prize 
winners will receive a Stetson hat 
The 125 fourth prize winners will 
receive a Lord Calvert Bar Mirror 
Prizes are non-redeemable and 
not assignable 
4. The odds of winning will be 
determined by the number of cor. 
rect ent ocd. A 

will be awarded Only one prize 
per family or household, Winner 
may be required to execute an 


and fam) 
Calvert Distillers Co., its affitia 

and subsidiary companies, liquor 
wholesalers and retailers, their 
advertising agencies and judging 

r@ NOT ELIGIBLE 
void where prohibited 
or restricted by law. All federal and 
local laws apply. 

6 Entrants must be of legal drink: 
ing age under the laws of their 
home state. A list of major winners 
can be acquired at the conclusion 
of the sweepstakes by sending a 
stamped. self-addressed envelope 
to Lord rt Lord of the 

Saddle” Sweepstakes, PO. Box 
8207, St. Paul, Minn, 55182. 


Lord of the Canadians 


Lord Calvert Canadian “Lord of the Saddle" Sweepstakes 


Please enter me in the Lord Calvert “Lord of the Saddle” Sweepstakes 
| have filled in the information below including the number of times 
the word IMPORTED appears on the bottle and labels of either the 
liter or 750ML size Lord Calvert 


| 
| 
| 
! 
; Mail to: Lord Calvert 
Lord of the Saddle” Sweepstakes 
| P.O. Box 8223 
I St. Paul, Minn, 55182 
| How many times does IMPORTED appear on the 750ML or liter bottle 
| and labels?, 
| 
| 
| 
! 
| 
! 
| 
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Name 


Address 


cay 


State Zip 


NO PURCHASE NECESSARY. Void where prohibited or restricted by 
law. See official sweepstakes rules. 


established the National 
budget was $400,000 for its first year. was 
physicians and citizens, improve and expand clinica 
services, and to conduct continuous research.” That y 
imately 120,000 Americans died of cancer. This year yei 
later, 400,000 citizens will die of the disease. The NCI's yearly 
budget has also increased—it’s now more than $1 billion. In the 
eighth in our series on the politics of cancer. reporter Allan 
Sonnenschein investigates the failure of the NCI—why have we 


paid so much for so little (page 80)? Part of the ans\. cov 
ered, lies in the fact that the advisory groups that ove: jus 
how the NCI spends its money are mbers of 


America’s most prestigious uni 
companies 

At first blush, this may seem praiseworthy —who would be t 
ter equipped to decide how the NCI should spend its research 
dollars? But Sonnenschein discovered that extremely lax goverr 
ment supervision has permitted serious problems of waste and 
conflict of interest to develop and spread, cancerlike, throug 
the NCI and the organizations that receive millions of dollars every 


and drug 


year to carry out its research work. For example, Soni cheir 
cites the following congressional report criticizing the NCI's over 
sight in the case of just one of its contract agencies: “NCI officials 


were not familiar with the contents of progress reports or papers 
published on the results of projects carried out under the contract 
While they could recite some achievements, they said that the 
value of what had been done under the c s 
and therefore not capable of bi 
spent.” The money spent in this all-too-tangible instanc 
million. It is this kind of thoughtless waste that characte: 
NCI and leads Sonnenschein to conclude: We cat 
offer public trust and dollars based simply on their p 
their belief that they can best lead the nation's effort 
cancer. ... Every year that Congress approves 
greater appropriations for the NCI is another year lost to cancer. 
Waste and conflict of interest also provide the central themes 
that run throughout Jeff Stein's investigative profiles of our ne’ 
secretary of the interior, James Watt, and the secretary of eneray. 
James Edwards, In the second of his series on “The President's 
Men” (page 50), Stein writes that Watt, the custodian of m than 
548 million acres of priceless public land, “came into the goverr 
ment like a fox into the chicken coop. He arrived in Washington as 
a crony of the western states" major banks, utilities, railroad com- 
8 PENTHOUSE 


ng equated with the money 
was $12 


And Edwards, who has to run the 
ment of Energy, is a onetime South 
lormer dentist whose only ideas about en 
pending billions more of our tax dollars to prop up 


d speculators 
superpowerful De 


altering. t r-power industry, Even President Reagan 
seems to be having second thoughts. reports: “Referring to 
Re ampaign promise to abolish the Department of En 


aid, ‘The president may have te 
1 to get rid of Jim Edwards,’ Stein's insightful 
y paired with the biting drawings of award 
Ralph Steadman, who will be illustrating each of the 
President's Men” for Penthouse 

lead fiction is an exclusive excerpt from Jeremy 


This month's 


Scott's superb new r ited, soon to be published by Wynd: 
ham Books (page 124). It pes the desr attempt of Lord 

jars, convicted of murdering his mistress and the object of 
4 massive international manhunt, to find the real killer, Any resem: 


blance between Lord Nigel and a celebrated missing English 
rs ago may be more than a coincidence 
onders whether the real murderer shares the ironic destiny 
M he fictional Lord Nigel in “Hunted 

The curious fate of the American hostages is the subject of 
Robert S. Wieder's humor article “Hostagemania’ (page 74). 
How did it happen?” he asks. "How did 52 innocent Americans 
ddenly find themselves seized by frenzied mobs and robbed of 
their freedom, privacy, dignity, and, in the end, almost their very 
humanity? Simple: they came home! For 15 months Islamic terror- 
ists hadn't been able to break their spirit, self-respect, and per- 
sonal integrity. But what Iran couldn't do in 444 days, American 
society accomplished in half the time.” Our adoration of these he- 
roes, he concludes, “was surpassed only by o pal to make a 
buck off them. 

Hal Needham, a one-time sharecropper, paratrooper, stunt 
man, and treetopper, is not a household name, but, as he says, 
‘one out of ry two people in this country has seen one of my 
films.” Since_ Needham is also the director of such films 
Smokey and the Bandit (parts one and two), Hooper, and the 
just released Cannonball Run, this is no idle boast. Needham 
is ably profiled by James Delson in “Good O! Boy Makes Good 
on page 106. 

You'll also want to read Peter Manso's exclusive interview with 
Roy Cohn (page 136), the one time aide to Sen. Joseph McCarthy 
ho is one of America’s most controversiali—and most powerful 
lawyers; James Howard Kunstler's sex fantasy “Perfect Solu- 
tion" (page 153); and the increasingly complex amatory misad- 
ventures of Ron Embleton and Bob Guccione's amazing heroine 
Sweet Chastity (page 174). And to help you celebrate our nation’s 
birthday, a Fourth of July feast of beautiful Pets—an extravaganza 
guaranteed to outsparkle the most spectacular fireworks. O+—3 
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Saluting the brave men in the air force 
My adventure begins five miles along the 
central part of the U.S. | am, or rather was, 
frequently found there on board a U.S, A-F. 
airborne command post. Being one of the 
few women privileged to fly with our ser- 
vicemen, | take great pride in sharing my 
experience with you 

On the evening of this adventure, we 
had been flying for about two hours, and 
as our flight had begun at 10:30 Pm., most 
members of the command post staff were 
quietly slumbering in their seats. | was not 
| had just returned from vacation and had 
just broken up with my boyfriend of sev- 
eral years and was feeling quite horny. We 
had enjoyed beautiful sex for most of our 
relationship, but he had recently found an- 
other woman. At any rate, | was longing 
for some good, hard cock, | began to look 
around the airplane for some consolation 
but feared waking any of my fellow fliers 
Going forward into the radio compart- 
ment, | found the communications team 
busy at their controls and typewriters, so 
| continued forward to the cockpit. After 
all, | reasoned, that would be the best 
place to find a good hard cock 

Entering, | found one pilot asleep in his 
seat and the other busy with his logs and 
flying the plane. The navigator was at his 
position, making some calculations, so | 
decided to try him first. | had spoken with 
him several times before, and he had al 
ways appeared to be quile capable of 
most anything. To top things off, he was 
young. handsome, and a bachelor. | 
leaned over and whispered into his ear 
that he should relax and not make any 
then crawled under his desk and 
began to work on unzipping his flight suit 
at the bottom (that’s the way they are de- 
signed), | reached in and pulled his cock 
out into my trembling hands. Though it 
was flaccid when it first appeared, | knew 
my soft lips and skillful tongue could 
change that. Fondling it carefully and 
gently pulling back the foreskin, | began 
to caress the magnificent helmet with my 
warm lips while also stroking the gradually 
stiffening and lengthening shaft. He re- 
sponded by exposing the largest balls | 
had ever seen, They were covered with a 
thick but soft coat of hair, almost like a 
bearskin rug. 

Working more surely and swiftly, | be- 
gan to plunge the now fully lumescent 
shaft into my mouth until | felt the tip en- 
tering my throat. A warm feeling slowly 
came over my whole body, but a searing 
heat began to engulf my own crotch. Let- 
ting go of the beautiful pole with one hand 


| began to massage my now quivering 
pussy, matching the rhythmic bobbing of 
my head over that prodigious dick with my 
hand over my quickly moistening slit 

My partner had been gently massaging 
my hair with his hands but then plunged 
his hand into my flight suit and began to 
squeeze my breasts gently. | began to 
quicken my pace, both with my mouth and 
hand, and he reciprocated with the strok- 
ing of my head and neck and breasts. In 
a few quick strokes, he began to explode 
into my mouth with what seemed like gal- 
lons of hot, sticky semen, The taste was 
quite unlike any I'd experienced before 
but added to my own explosive climax. My 
entire crotch was drenched. 

Slowly our passion subsided, and after 
swallowing everything | had received and 
licking off every drop which nad been 
forced out of my bulging cheeks, | kissed 
that wonderful tool for several minutes be- 
fore beginning to extricate myself from my 
secret love den. After we'd both quickly 
Zipped up and I'd crawled out from under 
the desk, | briefly thanked him for being 
such a wonderful partner and promised 
more sensuous encounters in less restric- 
tive surroundings. 

As | was quite warm by this time, | 
walked back to the galley to get something 
cool to drink, Passing the communications 
team, | found that the number-one radio 
operator was not at his seat. | then saw 
him back at the galley, fixing a cup of cof- 
fee. Stopping to chat with the rest of the 
leam, | quickly learned that they, too. 
would be preparing for a short nap, as 
they had finished their busiest work and 
would not have to do any more for almost 
an hour. Realizing that this would mean 
that the number-one radio operator was 

free” for a while, | quickly excused my- 
self and proceeded back to the galley 
Seeing all of the command post staff 
asleep at their positions, | knew | could 
continue my escapade unnoticed. 

As | drew near the radio operator, he 
recognized me and offered me a cur of 
coffee. | declined and asked for iced tex. 
Quickly drinking it, | playfully asked him if 
he would like to join my five-mile-high 
club. With a puzzled expression, he asked 
what | meant and then decided, “Why 
not?" Motioning for him to remain silent 
| led him down to the refueling room and 
began to attack him like a banshee. My 
previous Neadjob on the navigator had left 
me with a burning desire to be fucked. In 
a matter of minutes, | had stripped us both 
and was stretched out on the cushions, 
with my legs spread as far as the cramped 


YOU DON’T GET TO BE 
MAINE, VERMONT AND ALASICA 
LOOKS ALONE. 


* It isn’t just the mountains that are - 
"rugged in Maine: The driving 4 
“conditions and the price of gas are. Pe ‘ if 
picnic either. ‘ 

The same goes for Vermont. ane ia 
certainly for Alaska. 

That's why it’s very, very interest- 
ing that in all three states the #1 im- 
ported car is Subaru. 

Why? Our cars are 
dependable. Easy on rd = 
gas. And easy to handle. 

We make a full line 
of front wheel drive and 
On Demand 4-wheel 
drive vehicles that can handle almost 
anything. 

And on top of being very afford- 
able, they've earned a reputation for 
durability and relia 
no matter where you live. 

In fact, even if you only see snow 
on television, wouldn't it be great 
to have a car that’s over-qual 


Ls 3 
98) ep EPA ESTIMATES FOR OUR 4WD WAGON. USE ESTIMATED MPG FOR COMPARISONS. YOUR MILEAGE MAY DIFFER DEPENDING ON DRIVING SPEED, WEATHER CON. 
DITIONS AND TRIP LENGTH, ACTUAL HIGHWAY MILEAGE WILL PROBABLY BE LESS. ‘CSUBARU OF AMERICA, INC. 1980. 


IF THERE’S A MAXELL CASSETTE IN THIS CAR 


rive. Meonachle, NJ. 7078 


PENTHOUSE 


AND IT DOESN’T WORK, WE'LL REPLACE IT. 


If you own a car stereo, you've probably already discovered that many 
assette tapes dontt last as long in your car as they doin your living room. 

Conditions like heat, cold, humidity and even potholes can contribute to 
a cassettes premature demise. 

At Maxell, our cassette shells are built to standards that are as much as 
60% higher than the industry calls for Which is why no one in the industry 
can offer you a better guarantee. 

So if youd like better mileage out of your cassette tape, try Maxell. Even 


after 100,000 miles on the road, it'll run like new, 
If only they made cars this well. I T S V VORT H I L. 
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compartment would allow. Not wasting a 
second, he plunged his rigid cock into my 
‘Steaming pussy. With an endless succes- 
sion of thrusts, he brought me to my sec- 
ond explosive climax of the evening but 
continued to pound away for several min- 
utes until he, too, exploded in several 
burning jets of come. Then, relaxing his 
hold on me, he began to caress my face, 
neck. shoulders, and breasts. My nipples 
had been as hard as pencil erasers, and 
he began to lick and kiss them gently. 

Slipping beside me, he continued to ca- 
fess my fits and began to explore my 
moist cunt with one hand. The other hand 
he slid under my butt, extending his mid- 
dle finger to cover my ass and pussy. He 
continued to caress, stroke, and probe me 
for several minutes. during which time | 
began to buck and thrust to meet his. 
movements. He managed to bring me to 
what seemed like an endless string of cli- 
maxes, not only in my volcanic cunt but 
also in my mind, which seemed to be filled 
with a million fireworks, Begging him to 
eat me, | rolled on top of him in a 69 po- 
sition, thrusting my twat into his face and 
engulfing his love poker in my mouth. The 
taste of his dick, covered with my love 
juices and his come, was fabulous. The 
hairy softness of his balis was fantastic, 
Alternately taking each one into my mouth, 
| bagan to hum, "Off we go, into the wild, 
blue yonder, , ."" 

He responded by alternately licking and 


gently blowing on my throbbing clitoris 
and plunging his tongue, which felt like it 
was three feet long, deeply into my quiv- 
ering love tunnel, We continued like this 
for quite some time. during which | 
watched the lights of Kansas City silently 
slip beneath us. The picture added to my 
already intoxicated mind, and as | 
watched an airplane take off from the air- 
port, | expladed into the mast powerfull cli- 
max | have ever experienced. Waves of 
pleasure shook my entire body for some 
time, until | collapsed into his arms, 

We lay there silently for a while. watch- 
ing Kansas City disappear into the dis- 
tance, and then, realizing we were both 
freezing, quickly dressed and climbed 
back up to the main cabin. Before parting, 
| kissed him gently and invited him to re- 
peat the encounter the next time we were 
both there. He winked and said he would 
be only too happy to renew his member- 
ship in the five-mile-high club. 

Feeling a little spent, | stepped into the 
rest room nearby to freshen up before re- 
turing to my set. While | was there, | 
heard someone enter the adjoining rest 
room and, knowing | was the only woman 
on board, peered through a small crack 
in the paneling to see if | could catch a 
glimpse of still another cock. Imagine my 
surprise when | recognized the man as the 
general who had been asleep on the 
bench in the rear of the airplane. He was 
standing right in front of me, not more than 


"Do you realize you've had that headache for eighteen years?” 
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‘one foot away, and facing the panel which 
separated us. Since he was quite an ath- 
letically built person, It was no surprise 
that his cock was as thick as my wrist and 
at least ten inches long. 

There is no need to tell you how | felt 
at that moment, but | knew | had to feel 
that power piston right then, Timing my 
exit from the rest room to the same time 
he exited his, | proceeded to bump into 
him in the narrow corridor, Summoning up. 
all of my courage (| rarely proposition air 
force generals), | blurted out that if he 
wanted to oil that magnificent dipstick, | 
had just the thing for him. At first he was 
somewhat surprised, but my gentle rub- 
bing of his crotch area convinced him that 
his time would be well spent. 

Quickly lifting me off my feet, he parted 
the curtains concealing his bunk and gent- 
ly deposited me on the still-warm sheets, 
Within moments he had stripped me of my 
flight suit and was pulling off his shorts. 
Except for his college class ring and wrist- 
watch, he was naked, His bared chest 
was covered with a thick coat of curly 
black hair, and his arms and shoulders 
were those of a well-trained and experi- 
enced athlete. Drawing my knees up to my 
chest, | offered him my gaping honey-pot, 
but he had something else in mind. Effort- 
lessly picking me up, he turned me over 
into a kneeling position, with my shoulders 
pressed against the mattress, Realizing 
what was about to happen, | began to cry, 
“No, no,” but! soon began to realize that 
my cries were for naught. Little did | know 
that my ass would respond so quickly to 
his tongue and fingers that when he finally 
applied that vaulting pole, the sensation 
would only be a pleasant warming swell. 
Gently but firmly he guided that cue stick 
into my virgin ass until | felt his thighs 
pressed tightly to my own. Then, with a 
gradually increasing tempo, he began to 
tide me like a jockey rides his mount. 
Burying my face in the pillow, | began to 
‘scream outin the most pleasant cries | had 
ever uttered. Reaching one hand between 
my thighs, he began to stroke my slit and 
clit until, just as | felt him explode in my 
ass, | raised my shoulders off the mattress 
and arched my back into him in my own 
cataclysmic orgasm. Continuing to thrust 
inta my burning ass, he reached his other 
hand up to my breasts and began to 
squeeze my rock-hard nipples, After a few 
more thrusts, he again exploded into my 
ass at the same time that the love juices 
began to pour out of my cunt. 

We remained on our knees, trembling 
for a minute or so, and he gently mas- 
saged my hips, breasts, and shoulders 
and whispered into my ear that | was the 
best “'back-door"’ he'd ever had the plea- 
sure to enter. Gently extricating myself 
from his grip and raising my hips off his 
still-rigid cock, | thanked him and offered 
to show him some other openings. He 
smiled and said it would have to be an- 
other time, as he had asked the command 
post staff leader to see that he was awak- 
ened in only 15 minutes. 
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things people advise him not 

to do. And he succeeds at them. 
He turned Atlanta’s WTBS-TV 
into a “Superstation” using a 
communications satellite 

and recently founded Cable 
News Network, the world’s 
first 24-hour TV news network. 
He bought the Atlanta Braves 
and moved them out of last place; 
won the 1977 America’s Cup 
after being fired in the '74 races; 
and was named “Yachtsman 

of the Year’ four times. 

Ted Turner puts his feelings 
where his mouth is. He also 
puts a great scotch there: 

Cutty Sark. And while he’s 
been called Captain Outrageous 
by some, one thing’s sure: 

Ted Turner's enjoying himself. 


Aware that our flight was then almost 
over, | quickly got back into my flight sult 
and bid the general a fond farewell. After 
another quick trip to the rest room to fresh. 
€n up, | returned to my own seat in time 
to settle down before the rest of the crew 
woke up from their naps. 

Far those of you who may worry that the 
air force is just one big “flying fuck,” let 
me say that this is the only time | know of 
things like this happening. 'm sure we 
didn't miss anything. because after | re- 
turned to my seal no one acted any dif- 
ferently than they ever had before, and no 
one chewed us out for “screwing off dur- 
ina our flight. Maybe we were just lucky, 
but at least we were, and still are, there. 
Just remember, America, you can sleep 
soundly. Your air force is keeping it up.— 
Name and adaress withheld 


Beauty beheld 
| am writing to let your readers know that 
dreams can and do come true. Il was a 
very hot day in July, and three of us were 
to water-ski that afternoon. | had not seen 
Jake in years and was disappointed when 
unexpected business kept him home. He 
did, however, manage to persuade his girl 
friend. Jane, and me to go without him. 
Once we were on the lake, Jane direct- 
ed me to an isolated creek of calm water, 
which seemed to be ignored by olher 
boaters. We had all day in which to water- 
ski and did not want to burn ourselves out 
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“Yes, I'm calling in reference 
to that ‘summer rental’ on Mt. St. Helens...“ 


immediately. So Jane dropped anchor, 
and we settled down to calch a few rays 
and a slight buzz. 

Now | had just met this girl the day be- 
fore and had spoken only a few words to 
her, | guess most guys have a mental pic- 
ture of their own idea of feminine beauty. 
Well. | know that | do. and this girl was 
straight out of my fondest dreams. None- 
theless, | was a bit apprehensive about 
spending the day with someone | knew so. 
little about. As she stretched out in the 
bow, | silently appraised her heauty. She 
was 25 years old, about five feet six inch- 
es tall, and probably weighed about 120 
pounds. Her body had a natural athletic 
grace that is hard to describe but easy to 
recognize. She probably measured about 
34-24-34 inches, and as she applied oil 
To her flawless golden skin, | could see 
that she was incredibly lithe and pos- 
sessed superb muscle tone. Her one- 
piece suit covered but could not hide her 
ideal profile. I'm certain no more than an 
‘ounce or two of fat could be found on that 
body. nor did it have a hard. skinny aspect 
to it. She was composed of one graceful 
curve flowing into another, 

As desirable as Jane was, | could not 
forget that she was my best friend's fian- 
eée, and so | reluctantly settled down 
opposite her into a forced, platonic con. 
versalion. For a while | felt rather uncom- 
fortable and could barely look at her, 
However, her soft southern accent and in- 


telligent, witty remarks soon put me at 
ease, We spoke of college, family, and 
friends, and quite unexpectedly | found 
myself genuinely enjoying our talk. We 
had slipped into semireclining positions, 
head to foot, and for the first time | found 
myself close enough to study her face in 
detail. It was even better than her body: 
well-defined cheek and jaw bones framed 
by shining auburn hair; soft, full lips fre- 
quently breaking into a wide smile, a pert 
Nose with just a few freckles sprinkled 
across it. Mostly, though, her eyes attract- 
ed me: widespread and the color of bud- 
ding maple leaves. | did not so much look 
into those green eyes as fell Into them. 

We drifted from subject to subject, but 
the words did not say as much to me as 
her eyes did. Irresistibly drawn to her, | 
was slowly bul surely feeling the demand 
of my libido. She sensed this, | think, and 
loaked down, averting her eyes. | looked 
down also, but upon her glistening body. 
| noticed goose bumps on her arms and 
a few silken hairs standing, My gaze wan- 
dered over her body, coming to focus 
upon a dark, wet spot between her legs. 
This sight fueled my arousal, and | 
squirmed uneasily, adjusting the tension 
in my groin. As | moved my leg to repo- 
sition a growing erection, | met resistance 
and realized that Jane had been stroking 
my leg very lightly with her fingertips. 

Attempting Io assess this situation and 
the condition which brought it about. | fi- 
nally noticed my own hand had uncon- 
sciously found her leg. With my heart in 
my throat | mumbled something about 
needing the baby oil. She stood up rather 
abruptly to retrieve the oil and in so doing 
dropped her hand (accidentally, I'm sure) 
Straight into my hand. It was a small but 
symbolic gesture, and as she lowered her 
eyes to mine. | felt a jolt of sexual elec- 
tricity charge through our bodies. Word- 
lessly she rejoined me, and we began a 
liberal application of oil upon one an- 
other's body. Within minutes she was rub- 
bing a raging hard-on, and | had slipped 
a finger inside her bathing suit to caress 
a pair of very slippery lips. 

Standing, | stepped from my trunks, and 
silently she released the straps to her suit 
and slowly eased that gorgeous body 
from all restraint. | was facing a goddess, 
Her face was flushed with a sensual glow 
that accentuated her beauty. | trembled 
with anticipation, and her perfect breasts 
rose and fell as our breathing became 
shorter and quicker, Slowly and gently we 
explored each other. As she ran her tin- 
gers over my shoulders and chest. | cis- 
covered the magnificence of her firm and 
resilient breasts. With fascination we 
watched her nipples grow under my 
touch. Her areolas swelled above the sur- 
rounding flesh. | felt her hands upon my 
cock, playing with my balls. | found her cli- 
toris, and with a sensitivity | had never be- 
fore experienced she kissed me. 

Our passion intensified. and looking 
into those beseeching eyes, | understood 
instinctively that it was time to get down 
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to some serious fucking. | lay upon my 
back, and Jane instantly mounted my 
Straining hips. Ihe combination of oil, 
sweat, and intense natural lubrication 
made it seem as if we were melting into 
one another, While | massaged her 
breasts and clitoris, she traced the outline 
of my lips with a slender finger. The boat 
began to sway to and fro as we slipped 
and slid together, | drew that finger into my 
mouth and begart to suck and twirl my 
tongue aboul it. This seemed to trigger her 
to orgasm, and the slap of the water 
against the hull kept time to the slap of one 
body against the other 

AS great as my body felt then, the ex- 
perience was clearly more spiritual in na- 
ture than it was physical. | watched Jane's 
beautiful face and made physical re- 
spurises to the spiritual ecstasy | found in 
her half-closed eyes. | was incredibly in- 
volved in her sexual bliss as her orgasms 
rose in crescendo, peaked, and rose 
again. Perhaps the most wonderful thing 
| nave ever seen was the look on her face 
as she came and came. 

We rose toward yet another peak, and 
ahe reached behind her to fondle my balls 
Thal was the push that sent me over the 
edge. It was as if she had pulled the triager 
of a Shotgun when we exploded together. 
The echo of that blast bounced down the 
valley, and we both just collapsed, | was 
So far removed from reality at that point 
that | felt! would pass out: Indeed, | cannot 


say with certainty that | did not pass out, 
Jane lay upon me, twitching involuntarily, 
convinced that she was dying. For a mo- 
ment | believed we both were. With an ef- 
fort | regained a measure of lucidity. 

We donned ski vests and found some 
respite from the heat in the water. Face to 
face. we hung suspended, arms around 
each other, eyes searching souls. Jane 
lifted her legs to wrap them around my 
waist, and with immense salistaction | 
slipped my insatiable joint into her grasp- 
ing vagina. By kicking one foot slowly, | 
put us into @ steady spin, which increased 
our sense of isolated togetherness and of 
sexual vertigo. We remained this way: bal- 
anced, in equilibrium, and during that 
weightless hour | achieved nirvana. As 
much as | hoped time would stand still, it 
did not. Still, it was time well spent, and 
we passed the entire day engaged in sex- 
ual aquatics. Whether we were in or out 
of the water, our spiritual rapport re- 
mained unbroken. We remained rapt in 
reveries until daylight beaan to fade. We 
@ventually returned to shore and to reality, 

Obvious circumstances forced an end 
to this affair, but | am not disappointed. On 
the contrary, Jane, | want to thank you for 
that blissful day and for a dream come 
true.—Name and address withheld 


Those old corny lines 
| am currently a freshman attending a 
northern New York university. | have al- 
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ways enjoyed reading “Forum” over the 
years, but like many others, | have had a 
hard time believing same of the great let- 
ters that you print. This is probably be- 
cause | have never had an experience like 
the ones your magazine describes—not 
until now. 

During our first weekend after our long- 
awaited Thanksgiving break, the electric- 
ity (and heat) went off throughout the 
college campus. These 20 hours without 
power will ba the most remembered af my 
first semester in college. 

As | walked down the hall of the east 
wing of one of the dorms, | encountered 
the most beautiful blonde | had ever laid 
eyes on. Even by candlelight | noticed that 
her breasts were as full as | could have 
ever dreamed. She said a friendly hello, 
and all that | could think of to say back to 
her was "'Hil’’ As she passed by, | quickly 
came up with the old line, “Where were 
you when the fights went oul?” She 
laughed and said that she had just gotten 
in the shower when it suddenly became 
dark and was pretty ticked off now be 
cause she couldn't even blow-dry her 
hair. | Nad a hard time paying attention ta 
what she was saying because | had my 
mind on her gorgeous, braless tits, which 
were less than two feet away from me! 
She must have noticed me staring be- 
Cause she brushed at her sweater as if to 
remove a piece of lint and asked me if 
something was wrong. | answered, "No, 
not at all! In fact, everything is perfect!" 
She must nave easily figured out what | 
meant. because she slowly proceeded to 
back me up against the wall with those 
great melons against my chest. | felt as if 
| was about to cream in my pants! She 
suggested we move to her room because 
there were a few "“'prissy” girls on her 
floor, When she turned to lead me to her 
room, | couldn't help grabbing al thal 
small, firm ass as it seemed to float down 
the hall in front of me. 

After | closed the door, she immediately 
pulled off her sweater to reveal the most 
beautiful set of Knockers | had ever seen. 
| blew out my candle, fumbled my way 
through the dark, and laid her down on the 
bed. She was already so hot that her nip- 
ples were fully erect, and when | tenderly 
Sucked on them, she began to writhe and 
moan. | then fondled her breasts with my 
hands and moved my mouth to place a 
deep passionate kiss on her luscious lips. 
Our tongues met together in an explosion 
of sparks while her hands reached around 
and stroked my ass. She then moved to. 
my bulging crotch and slowly pulled my 
zipper down to prevent me from ripping 
the seam in my pants, while all the time 
not once even touching my cock! She was 
driving me wild with lust! 

After she had completely removed my 
pants, | began to remove hers exactly the 
same way. | brushed my hands close to 
the wet spot on her panties and caressed 
the insides of her thighs. Her back arched 
upward and | slid my hand closer to her 
hot snatch. | moved my finger along the 
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edge of her panties as she shrieked with 
pleasure. | teasingly moved away from her 
beckoning pussy and removed her pants. 
| tossed her jeans aside and made no 
hesitation in removing my underwear. | 
climbed on top of her and placed my 
throbbing rod tightly against her now 
drenched panties, that being the only thing 
belween me and ultimate paradise. | 
reached around and felt her tight buns as 
she arched her back again. | slowly re- 
moved her panties to increase the erotic 
stimulation. 

There were no lights on in the room, but 
even by the moonbeams shining through 
the window, | could see her blonde pubic 
hair glistening with the love juice that 
seeped from her pussy, Right away | went 
down on her and began to tongue her pul- 
sating clit. | sucked gently on her elit and 
lips and moved my tongue up and down 
along her slit. She moaned louder and 
jouder until sné screamed, “Un, God, 
don't stop!" As if this were my cue. | point- 
ed my tongue and pressed deeply into her 
vagina. Her vaginal walls spasmed im- 
mensely as she sent gushes of come all 
over my face. Atler what seemed like five 
minutes (and five gallons), she relaxed 
and let out a big sigh. | turned to kiss her 
as she whispered, "I want your cock deep 
inside me!” 

| proceeded to kiss her as | had planned 
and then positioned myself to make love 
to her. | inched the crown of my cock be- 


tween her pussy lips as she spread her 
legs wide apart. | slowly eased my seven- 
and-one-half-inch dick into the tightest 
Pussy I'd ever had. | felt the pain of her 
fingernails digging into my shoulders but 
continued to fuck her as her begging 
moans grew louder. After | pumped away 
iy thal beautiful body for 15 minutes, she 
began to arch her back to meet my 
thrusts. As she climaxed, her vagina pul- 
sated so beautifully | could no longer 
Stand the pleasure, and | squirted my hot 
load of semen deep within her pussy. 
While the greatest orgasm of my life con. 
tinued, her juices flowed from her snatch 
and soaked my cock. My balls slapped 
against her ass, creating ine most sensu- 
‘ous sounds | had ever heard. 

Afterward we just lay together for a few 
minutes, with my cock still inside her. 
While we were trying to catch our breath, 
‘sne said, “| never expected the first time 
to be so good!” | couldn't believe my ears! 
| almost fainted! If | had known she was 
avvirgin, | would have taken ita little easier 
Needless to say, we continued our beau- 
Iiful acts of pleasure throughout the night. 
both of us enjoying every minute of it! 

So, all you nonbelieving readers of "Fo- 
tum," stick to what's on your horny minds 
ard jump at the chance to use those old, 
corny lines. Sooner or later you. too, will 
become believers. It took a "bang" of a 
blackout to make me realize that those 
things really do happen to the average 
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(but lucky) person. I'll probably never 
have any doubts aboul another “Forum” 
\etler again, Who knows? | may read yours 
soon!—Name and address withheld 


Photo session 

I've finally gotten the nerve to write this 
Story. | don’t know where the woman in- 
volved lives. but | know she reads Pent- 
house. Hopetully, she'll read this and 
contact me so we car gel logether, 

Last semester | was taking a photogra- 
phy class ata local college. One of our as- 
signments dealt with how light and 
shadow define form. While most of the 
Glass's pictures were of inanimate ob- 
jects, mine was of a nude female, with the 
light outlining her delicate form. The photo 
was a success, The biggest question, 
though, from the class was how | got 
someone 0 pose nude. My response was 
to jus! ask a friend and explain what the 
photo entailed 

After class | was walking to my car when 
Kathleen, one of my classmates, stopped 
me. She explained in a very shy and halt- 
ing way that she'd wanted to photograph 
her boyfriend nude, but he'd refused. | 
commented on his narrow-mindedness, 
and she agreed. Then, suddenly, she 
Said, “Will you pose for me?" | was a little 
taken aback, as | only knew her from 
class, but | agreed. A date and time were 
set for her to come to my house, as | had 
the proper lighting equipment. 

At the appointed time, Kathleen arrived 
As she carried in her camera equipment, 
| noticed for the first time her “equip- 
ment,” Her long, black hair was combed 
out and was very shiny and framed her 
lovely face. She was braless under a tight, 
pink T-shirt, and her small but well-formed 
tits stuck out beautifully, Her tight-fitting 
jeans encased a perfectly shaped ass and 
long, slender leas, 

While she set up her tripod and other 
accessories, | quickly explained my light- 
ing setup. She then made a few adjust- 
ments with the lights while | took off my 
clothes. She gave my body a quick, ap- 
Preciative glance and began shooting. For 
a beginner, she was quite skilled at posing 
ime and adjusting the lights. The next hour 
flew by as she shot several rolls of film. 

Finally she said she was almost done 
but wanted one adjustment to my current 
pose. She knelt down next to my reclining 
body and grabbed my cock with cool fin 
gers. "This needs to be a bit bigger for the 
last shot," she said and slowly lowered 
her mouth onto my manhood. My cock in- 
stantly sprang to ils full six inches as her 
hot lips engulfed the head and her tongue 
Started to probe at its tiny opening. Her 
delicate fingers gently stroked the shaft 
and moved downward to cup my bails, 

| moaned as my cock slid deeper into 
her hot, moist mouth, | reached down and 
pulled her T-shirt off her. Her mouth left my 
cock as the T-shirt came off and then 
plunged back down onto my shaft. | 
moved slowly around until | could get her 
hips closer to me. As | fought to control 
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(he throbbing in my balls, | undid her jeans 
and slipped them off her hips and legs. 
Her beautiful ass showed whitely in the 
lights, and | pulled her around until her 
legs straddled my head. | looked up at her 
beautiful pink slit and was pleasantly sur- 
prised to see it was shaved. 

Her cunt slit gleamed wetly as | began 
to slowly tongue the length of her slit, She 
assaulled my cock with her mouth with re- 
newed vigor as | deftly alternated tonquing 
her clit and then sinking it deeply into her 
vagina. She groaned loudly and pushed 
her pussy harder onto my face. | moist- 
ened a finger with pussy juice and saliva 
and started to play with her pink ass hole. 
| renewed my tonguing of her clit as my 
finger slowly slid into her tight anus. Sud- 
denly she moaned loudly, and a long 
shudder passed through her body as she 
Started to come. Lovely pussy juice flawed 
from her onto my face as her orgasm 
slowly tapered off into a series of tiny ex- 
plosions that wracked her body. Greedily 
| lapped up the sweet nectar that flowed 
from her. 

Just moments after | came, Kathleen 
suddenly squeezed the head of my cock 
with her fingers. “| want you to shoot your 
load up my ass."" she said. She knelt for- 
ward, and her lovely ass rose and parted 
in front of me. | gave her ass hole a few 
quick licks with my tongue and knelt be- 
hind her. 

Her beautiful ass hole shone with her 


Gripping pussy juice and my saliva. | 
worked the head of my cock between her 
pussy lips to moisten it and then placed 
the tip of it against Kathleen's ass hole. 
“Fuck my ass, baby,” she sighed and 
‘Slowly pushed back to impale herself on 
my throbbing tool. Her cheeks quivered 
under my caressing hands, and my cock 
fit her ass like a hand in a glove. When it 
was about three inches in, she rammed 
her ass back. impaling herself on my 
cock. My balls were pushed up against 
her pussy lips, and they started to con- 
strict as my orgasm neared, 

| began @ gentle bul steady thrusting 
into her ass hole. Kathleen responded by 
moving her ass in a circular pattern, | 
reached around her hip and began to rub 
ner clit, Kathleen reached back and under 
her and gently arabbed my swinging 
come-filled balls. 

“Oh, fuck! I'm coming again!" she 
yelled and began quivering all over. This 
was l00 much for me, and my cock ex- 
ploded with a spray of hot semen into her 
anal cavity. My cock throbbed and pulsed 
in her ass hole, and it felt like ! was having 
the biggest orgasm I'd ever experienced 

Finally the ejaculations subsided, and, 
exhausted, | lay forward onto her back, My 
slippery cock slid out of her ass with a 
plop, and a thin trail of creamy-white se- 
men oozed out of her ass hole. As | lay 
there, | heard a whirring sound and for the 
first time noticed a cable release in Kath- 
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leen's hand. With a motor drive on her 
camera and the cable release, she'd pho- 
tographed the entire love session. 

Atter a glass of wine, Kathleen packed 
her equipment and left. She never came 
back to photo class but sent me a contact 
sheet of the fuck pictures she'd taken. It 
excites me to look at the picture series, but 
I'd like to try the real thing again —Name 
and address withheld 


No tricks, just treats 

| have always read Penthouse stories but 
questioned whether they were believable 
or not. After what just recently happened 
to me, | can now believe the others! 

After returning home from a very boring 
Halloween party, somewhat wasted, | was 
about to settle info bed when there was a 
knock at the door. Upon opening the door, 
| was surprised to find what appeared to 
be a trick-or-treater. Since | live in an 
apartment building, to have a Irick-or- 
treater come to my door is very unusual, 
Since | was still pretty wasted, it took me 
awhile to realize that this was not the nor- 
mal trick-or-treater, Her space costume 
was literally out of this world! She was 
wearing whal appeared to be a silver- 
string bikini, holding back the biggest pair 
of tits I'd ever seen, with the rest of her 
gorgeous body and face covered with sil» 
ver body paint. To complete the costume, 
her long, black hair was piled on top of her 
head with long, silver ribbons. As | was 
looking for something to give her, she ob- 
viously had ideas of her own, She took me 
by the hand and led me to the bedroom 
like she had been here before. | knew on 
this Halloween | was in for a special treat. 
Without saying a word, she started laking 
off my clothes. At this point, my cock was 
as big as a spaceship ready to blast off. 

To see those silver hands pulling off my 
pants, fondling my rock-hard cock and 
balls, was just driving me crazy. She sud- 
denly pushed me back on the bed and 
proceeded to remove her costume. | 
couldn't wait to get my mouth around 
those gorgeous mammoth breasts. Much 
to my delight, her tits were bigger than | 
had imagined. Her nipples stuck out like 
big twin peaks. As her silver hands 
hooked the top rim of her bikini panties, 
she revealed the most enticing, wet, 
clean-shaved pussy | had ever seen, My 
mouth was watering for a taste of her alien 
juices. She motioned me to lie still while 
she used her bikini to tie me down. 

By this point, | figured what the hell, | 
didn’t put up a fight and decided to let her 
have her own way. Even at the expense 
of my life, this was well worth it! At least 
I'd go with a smile, She used her bikini to 
Ne down my hands and used the ribbons 
from her hair to tie down my ankles. While 
tying my ankles, she started sucking my 
toes, working her way up to my hard cock, 
teasing me all the way. As ner silver lips 
moved up and down my engorged shaft, 
| falt like | would explode. As | was about 
to erupt, her silver hand clenched. my 
cock, and prevented me from coming. 
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| kissed Sue’s curly bush, and my 
tongue probed in, feeling the velvety. soft 
skin, tasting and smelling the honey that 
flowed from Sue's love tunnel, and | loved 
it! My lips caressed her cunt, and my 
tongue flicked over her erect ciit, parting 
her turgid. pink lips and making her reel 
with bliss. My tongue probed deep into her 
box, and then | sucked and licked and 
kissed her aroused and slippery cunt. | 
could hear Sue's expletives of desire and 
feel her hands clenching my hair and 
stroking my neck. My cock was hard 
again, so | lipped Sue over on her back 
and shoved my hard prick into her ready 
pussy. She gasped in surprise, then threw 
her arms around me and pulled me close. 
| slammed in and out, the bed springs 
groaning in protest. We kissed and licked 
and nipped al each other as we thrust. My 
hands squeezed her breasts, and Sue's 
legs locked around my back, her love 
muscles lensing on my rod. She came 
with a cry, ner hips bucking off the bed 
and her vagina tightening araund my pe- 
nis. And then | came, shooting deep inside 
her cunt and thrusting my sword deep in 
her slippery tunnel. 

No sooner had we finished than Tammy 
Started in, kissing her way up my body 
with her soft lips, her tongue darting out 
uccasionally to brush an extrasensitive 
Spot, the back of my knees, the inside of 
my sturdy thighs, my firm stomach, my 
nipples, and then she gave me a Jong, 


hungry soul Kiss. Was | surprised when 
Sue joined in. thrusting her tongue in my 
mouth along with Tammy's! 

We lay back and were slowly kissing 
when Sue jumped up and walked to the 
fridge, her round hips swaying in the 
moonlight. She returned with the bottle of 
Jim Beam |'d been emptying and poured 
the little that remained over Tammy's 
chest, stomach, pussy, and legs. Sue then 
took a swig and kissed me, and | could 
taste the bourbon and pussy juice mixing 
in our mouths. “Moonlight Serenade" 
slaried on the stereo, and | bent down to 
Tammy's chest and began licking off the 
liquor, sucking and nibbling at Tammy's 
firm boobs and erect nipples. | worked my 
way down to her flat stomach, lapping up 
the pool of whiskey in her navel, and then 
drank my way down to wet bush. | slurped 
up the heavenly mixture of bourbon and 
honey and sucked at her protruding clit. 
Tammy's moans were blocked by Sue's 
lips on hers. but her hips still pressed 
against my face. My hands reached 
around and stroked her cheeks, and | ran 
my finger around her ass hole. My tongue 
probed deep into her tight cunt while my 
thumb stroked her clit, and she was soon 
bucking and jerking on the bed. | could 
feel her juices flow as she came, and then 
“In the Mood” started. My devil's tower 
wanled to get into that beautiful pussy so 
bad, so| kissed my way up Tammy's torso 
and thrust home. Sue began straightening 


“You're a good Briton... but you're not a great Briton!" 
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up the room while we were fucking away. 
my eight inches shoving deep, Tammy's 
hands on my ass, pulling me in deeper. 
| continued pumping harder, Tammy's 
warm, slippery tunnel tight on my throb- 
bing dick. The heat. wetness, and tight- 
ness soon made me come, filling her box 
with my jism, | was still thrusting, trying to 
milk Out every last drop, when Tammy cli- 
maxed. her twat tightening on my cock. 

We jumped at Sue's suggestion to take 
@ group shower before we left, and we 
headed down the deserted hallway to the 
showers, The three of us in one of the rath- 
er small showers, with our slick bodies 
slipping against one another, proved to be 
an experience I'll not soon forgei—espe- 
cially ne expert way Tammy and Sue took 
care of my hard dick and their desire. We 
slowly dried off and got dressed, and | lat- 
er dropped them off at Tammy's house. | 
was really depressed as we kissed good- 
night, but they consoled me by saying. 
“It's a little less than a month until we'll be 
back for Christmas!"' Needless to say, I'm 
anxiously marking off the days.—Name 
and adaress withheld 


A hot weekend 

My girl friend and | buy your magazine and 
often read “Forum” to instigate balling. 
Your readers’ sexual stories turn us on 
very much! We thought we would return 
the pleasure by relating an exciting eve- 
ning we had recently. First off, both my girl 
friend and | attend an illinois university. 
Laura is a five-foot ten-inch beauty with a 
96-25-37-inch body. My name is Michael, 
and my body is athletic, because | lift a lot 
of weights. My vital statistics are blond 
hair, blue eyes, six feet. and endowed with 
an eight-inch pecker. 

On a very hot weekend recently, Laura 
and | decided to go to my parent's house 
for the weekend. Friday was ordinary, with 
Laura meeting my parents and my youn- 
ger brother, David. David is 18, good: 
looking, and has a very foxy girl friend 
named Sharon. Just looking at her 32-26- 
36-inch body makes me hard, Everybody 
stayed home Friday and watched televi- 
sion, Saturday came and went without any 
unusual happenings. | was getting quite 
horny and wondered why the helll'd come 
home. My parents wouldn't let Laura and 
me sleep together. | could have stayed at 
school and fucked all weekend, because 
my roommate had gone home, too! 

Then Saturday night “came” upon us, 
and things started to change. My parents 
went to a party and wouldn't be back till 
fate, | thought | had a wild night of sex 
ahead of me until | remembered David and 
Sharon were staying home. So Laura and 
| decided to go to the movies. After watch- 
ing Cheech and Chong's new movie, we 
headed home, not knowing what excite- 
ment was ahead of us. We parked in the 
back and, | guess, came in quietly. For 
there on the living room floor was David, 
fucking Sharon in the ass, while she was 
bent over the arm of the chair, 

| was getting hard while watching David 


thrust his cock into Sharon's ass. Sharon 
was creaming with every thrust. By. this 
time David noticed us but didn't stop. He 
kept pounding until he came. After David 
came, he pulled out and lay down on the 
floor, where Sharan followed him, rolling 
off the chair. That was when she first no 
ticed us and hurried to cover up with a 
blanket. Laura said not to worry and start- 
ed to take off her pants. | guess the sight 
she'd just witnessed was making her as 
excited as it was me. She stripped off all 
her clothes, which left all our mouths 
open. She then came over to me and 
asked if | wanted to be the only one 
dressed. Well, you can guess my answer, 
because in ten seconds flat | was naked 
as a jaybird. Laura dropped to her knees 
and started giving me head. | looked over 
to David, and he was getting head from 
Sharon. 

After a bit of this, Laura lay down on the 
floor and shouted. ‘Eat me. please!" Well. 
| obliged, and it sure was sweet-tasting 
| had her fucking my face in no time, and 
she came and came. | moved up and 
quickly inserted all eight inches. We both 
gasped and came quickly. We lay there, 
and Sharon reached over to play with Lau- 
ra's tits, She said, “I wish mine were this 
big." Then she proceeded to suck on a 
nipple. This had Laura rolling around. 
They then went into a 69, and Sharon was 
tasting the nectar that | had tasted only 
moments before. 

This turned me on so much that | 
reached over and started pounding Da- 
vid's smaller but thicker pole. He returned 
the pleasure. Both the girls screamed, 
moaned, and grunted their way to the big 
‘O." They settled back and saw what we 
were doing. Laura then said, in between 
breaths, that it was our turn. With that Da- 
vid went down on me. He licked a finger 
and put it up my bum, while sucking me. 
He then switched around, and | got a 
close-up view of the very first cock | was 
about to suck. It stared at me with its 
twitching, wet eye. 

After about five minutes we both came, 
me. first. We then took a short rest. | 
reached over and French-kissed Sharon, 
which got things rolling again. | started 
sucking Sharon's tits and finger-fucking 
her. | wanted to fuck her so hard and fill 
her up with my hot come. David was by 
this time attending to Laura. It went on like 
this until 12:30, when we decided we'd 
better clean up before our parents got 
home. The last thing | did was fuck my 
brother in the ass while he was eating Lau- 
ra. Sharon used a vibrator (my mother's) 
in her ass and played with her clit while 
watching. Needless to say, I'm “coming” 
home more often now.—Name and ad 
dress withheldO+>q 


For more provocative, stimulating, and 
controversial letters. read the exciting Fo- 
rum Magazine now on sale at your news- 
stand, or, for this month's copy, send $2.50 
to Forum Magazine, P.O, Box 903, Farm. 
ingdale, N.Y. 11737 


MUSIC LIVES ON TDK 


Music has greater dimension on TDK cassettes. 
Powerful. Defined. Unwavering. From classical to country 
you'll hear the driving force. The vibrant clarity. No matter 
where you go, the road never comes between you and your 
music. Because TDK is made to move. And sweep you along. 
Music lives on TDK as no other cassette. 

Next time out, share it. 


TOK cassettes are warranted 


cod 


3 


SO MUCH LUXURY 
YOU CAN 
ALMOST HEAR IT 
ae 


ONErTO 
include 


bank numb 
ourene 


b 10x, Allo 


y4-OWE 


PENTHOUSE 


FEEDBACK 


and edilors concerning the edliorial content uf Perv 
Spealseied eyed atnry Pesos’ enk etter fh 


28 PENTHOUSE 


dorsally 


More Falwell 

The Reverend Jerry Falwell said that the 
English Bible was the first major printed 
work, done more than 500 years ago. Sor- 
ry, butthatis incorrect. The first book print- 
ed in movable type in Europe was the Latin 
Bible. A printed English Bible came more 
than 70 years later, a scant 450 years ago. 
Falwell understands his history muddily, 
at best. Why did God move only in Europe 
when movable press type was invented in 
China several centuries before the Euro- 
pean invention? If God blesses the best 
religion with the earliest media technol- 
ogy, Confucianism wins hands down. In 
addition, Bible scholars agree that early 
Christianity spread at first as a variety of 
Judaism within the synagogue, not as a 
movement spread by missionaries knock- 
ing on doors two by two. So who says Fal- 
well is a Bible scholar? 

If the current annual Falwell budget for 
spreading the word is $50 million (and it's 
peculiar how he fails to note that other 
churches, individuals, and organizations 
also spend money to further the faith), with 
a world population at 4.5 billion people, 
may we assume that in A.D. 80 a world with 
one-eighteenth of the current population 
saw one-eighteenth of such an expendi- 
ture? It just wasn't so, Hence, the evident 
low return rale on the capilal investment 
nowadays (as compared with 1,900 years 
ago) very likely indicates market satura- 
tion. No good capitalist would put money 
on that. So who says Falwell is a financial 
whiz? 

Falwell's urge to revert to a morality of 
50 years ago is a call to the morality of ra- 
cial oppression and humiliation, of public 
terror at the hands of unfettered gangs, of 
Monstrous theft from the public in the 
name of free enterprise. even at the cost 
of worldwide depression and warfare, and 
of hopelessness and despair for anyone 
who could not live up to the financial and 
ideological demands of those who were 
“right.” Itis a situation akin to the repres- 
sion of the Soviet Union by the minority of 
100 million Russians, who claim to repre- 
Senta population of more than 250 million. 
So who says Falwell comprehends histo- 
ty, a history whose mistakes he seems 
bent on repeating? 

Falwell's background as an engineer- 
ing student somehow got him to believe 
that there are exact answers. Didn't he 
ever have to use the eternally inexact “'pi'' 
to compute the circumference of a circle 
or deal with the irrational natural loga- 
rithms? He asserts there is no scientific 
fact supporting evolution, while he allows 


for vast geologic time spans by juggling 
the tales of chapters one and two of Gen- 
esis. He clearly wants to be modern and 
ancient, simultaneously believing in and 
disputing genetics, biochemistry, archaeo- 
logy. and numerous other fields of re- 
search. So who says Falwell is a mathe- 
matician or a scientist? 

Falwell’s command of English is un 
steady, at best. He says he must decide 
whether “‘the cost, or the end. justifies the 
means." Most religionists would equate 
the end with their religion and the means 
with the financial cost. His reversal of 
these equations is doubtless a subcon- 
scious slip, revealing that his ultimate goal 
in life is to be a fund raiser, So who ever 
said that he wasn't? 

Falwell claims that there are no errors 
in the Bible. This is what underlies his ref- 
erences to an “inspired, inerrant word of 
God." But Penthouse consistently mis- 
wrote it as the “inherent word of God.” So 
who says Penthouse is a literary maga- 
zine?—David N. Wigtil, Department of 
Classics, Concordia College, Moorhead, 
Minn. 


Editors’ reply: 

The Jerry Falwell interview was tran- 
seribed from a tape recording, and, unfor- 
tunately, the transcriber misunderstovd 
“inerrant” to be ‘inherent.’ We apologize 
for any confusion and have sentenced our 
chief copy editor to watch a month of Jerry 
Falwell broadcasts. 


Jerry Falwell's knowledge about state 
law's allegedly making homosexual con- 
duct illegal "in all 50 states" is seriously 
flawed. (His religious view of homosexual- 
ity is also seriously challenged by some 
moral theologians. but that is another is- 
sue.) 

State sodomy statutes (which apply to 
heterosexuals as well as gay people) have 
been either repealed by state legislatures 
or overturned by state courts on constitu. 
tional grounds in 25 states, including the 
major population centers of California, II- 
linois, Massachusetts, New Jersey, New 
York, Ohio, and Pennsylvania, to name 
the larger states. More than half the pop- 
ulation of our country is now free of the 
threat of government invasion of their pri- 
vacy. And the trend is in favor of repeal— 
provided that your readers and others in- 
terested in the right to privacy keep up the 
pressure on legislatures and support 
court challenges. 

Notwithstanding his inaccurate belief 
that all states currently prohibit sexual 
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conduct outside wedlock, the newest 
scheme of Mr. Falwell and his allies (ac- 
cording 10 Jimmy Breslin, a New York Dai- 
ly News columnist) is a bill to be intro- 
duced in Gongress thal would prohibit 
motels on interstate highways from renting 
rooms to two people who are not married 
This would be enforced by the federal 
government's issuing “marriage cards" 
that would have to be produced for the 
motel clerk before registration the same 
way voter registration cards are shown at 
polling places, according to the lawyer 
who is drafting the legislature 

Preposterous? You bet, But it’s a clear 
indication of the disturbing—perhaps 
alarming is a more accurate word—direc 
tion that the Reverend Jerry Falwell and his 
colleagues would give this country if they 
were given power. God forbid. —C. F. Bry: 
don. National Gay Task Foree, New York. 
NY. 


| thought Penthouse might be interested in 
some of the publicity your magazine's Jer- 
ty Falwell interview has generated around 
here. This is the first time in my 28 years 
in the business | have seen a preacher help 
sell so many magazines. We have had a 
complete sellout and have therefore re. 
quested Curtis Circulation Company to 
send more March 1961 issues to our news 
ayency. Congratulations to Penthouse!— 
Huble Sanderson, Blackburn News Agen- 
ey, Inc., Kingsport, Tenn 
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The Russians 

Tom Gervasi's article “The Russians Are 
Not Coming" (March 1981) is informed 
useful, and excellent | am grateful, and so 
Should everyone else be.—Johin Kenneth 
Galbraith. Harvard University. Cambridge. 
Mass 


The article written by Tom Gervasi on the 
historic parameters and moralistic ques- 
tions of the military-arms race between the 
U,S.S.R. and the free world is an unprofes- 
sional misrepresentation of facts and a 
scathing attack on the character ot perhaps 
one of the most decent and compassionate 
presidents this country may well ever 
know, Ronald Reagan. 

Gervasi's article tvoks like an ouldated 
collection of defense department scraps 
Glued together by a displaced 1960-vintage 
radical looking for a new cause to ply. | cer 
tainly hope Gervasi is not so naive as to be- 
lieve what he wrote, if he actually believes 
that the military is not understaffed. under. 
paid, and underequipped to meet the inev- 
table threat from the U.S,S.R., he is a fool, 

Gervasi should talk to the E-4's who are 
on food slamps just to provide food for their 
families. He should talk to the families of the 
eight servicemen killed in the aborted ira 
nian rescue attempt and find out about our 
need for belter equipment and a greater. 
quicker ability to respond when protection 
of Americans abroad is called for He 
should talk to the millions of displaced ref. 


ugeés in Southeast Asia, Afghanistan, and 
elsewhere and to the widows of those men 
killed during the Soviet interventions in 
Hungary, Czechoslovakia, and other Third 
World countries involved in Soviet-backed 
turmoil 

Ifit weren't for money spent on our coun- 
try's defense and the thousands of patriotic 
Americans who forego higher salaries to 
serve our military, he wouldn't have grown 
up to pedal the trash on which his article 
was based.—T. R. O'Boyle, Enterprise, 
Ala, 


Thank you very much for two excellent ar- 
ticles in the March 1981 issue | thoroughly 
enjoyed Tom Gervasi's ‘The Russians Are 
Not Coming" and Walter Stewart's “Why 
Not the Worst? 

Mr. Gervasi points out very clearly and 
directly the horrible scam that has been put 
over on the United States in the name ot 
defense. However, | would suggest that all 
Of us either quit using this euphemism and 
Call it what it really is—armaments. 

And Mr. Stewart's essay on the sorriness 
of the U.S, electoral system is very much 
{o the point. What we need, however, is far 
more than a mere reform of the electoral 
system. The whole creaky system of the 
U.S. government, designed as it was for a 
group of small agrarian entities banded to- 
gether into a contederation, designed by 
people with no trust in the power of ordi- 
nary citizens, is long since due for replace: 
ment. 

Whal we desperately need Is a parlia- 
mentary system, in which party responsi- 
bility would ensure that only those with 
proven ability to govern could reach the 
highest offices. Anyone who could survive 
years of parliamentary debate and advoca- 
cy of programs would certainly be a better 
choice than the nonentities whose sole 
qualification seems to be that they look 
great on television), We would also have the 
advantage of no longer being locked into 
years of an administration that has repeat. 
edly demonstrated its incompetence, such 
as the recent Carter administration. Thank 
you for some fine anicles —Gus Gameron, 
San Antonio, Tex 


Building blocks 

Thank you, Penthouse, for Brent G, Brolin’s 
article “The Arrogance of Architecture’ 
(March 1981), My congratulations to Mr 
Brolin. He said everything | feel and more 
| received my B. S, in architecture in 1978 
and during my college years and since 
then have become so disillusioned with the 
“justifications” for the junk that architects 
produce. 

\ earned much from his article and am 
pleased to see that the public is tighting 
back. The schools of architecture are per 
verting the fresh minds of students with this 

tell the public they are wrong” attitude. 

Yet some of the students withstood the 
brainwashing” both in the schools and in 
the field. | am proud to say | agree with 
Brent Brolin 100 percent.—Judith Reib, 
Pasadena, Calif 


With regard to Brent C_ Brolin’s article 
while there can be no doubt that, as in most 
professional disciplines, there are inept ar- 
chilects, few are as curt, coy, and insen- 
sitive as Brolin suggests. 

Brolin's shoddy semantic format and dis- 
torted vernacular biases have forced him 
to deny the possible contribution of those 
protessionals of vision and skill, both em- 
pirical and postmodern (i.e. concerned 
with historical allusion, contextualism, and 
ornament) in their respective inclinations. 
The issues of quality and meaning in our 
builtenvironment cannot be solved through 
Brolin's half-baked esthetic Marxism, for 
the solutions are far more complex than 
clapboard siding aver concrete block or 

traditional styles. 

Brolin fails to identify his perception of 
the function, and medium of architecture 
While the filling of this vacuum can result 
in great debate, | submit thal (he purpose 
ot architecture involves; shelter—protec: 
tion from threatening influences to make 
life secure and enduring; social order—de- 
veloping a framework that will support, en 
courage, integrate, and enhance activities 
and experiences on a range of levels; a 
symbol—ta express life values that enrich 
the quality of experiences by giving form 
and expression to these values. 

A central issue in the notion of architec 
ture is the way in which it functions. Archi- 
tecture is rarely a collective experience. 
individuals experience built form, each 


bringing different values, past experi- 
ences, goal expectations, and activity 
needs to each event. The context for this 
sign-symbol medium is the dialectic be- 
tween past cultural forms and the experi. 
ences of the present. Works of architecture 
should be capable of supporting meaning- 
ful interpretations, for in this way the history 
ot Western civilization has concretized val- 
ues of work: God, home, art, government, 
individual dreams, et al. That this is not al 
ways possible is a result of not only un- 
skilled architects but also client biases, a 
lack of concern for quality. and general 
acceptance of mediocrity. 

Indeed, Brolin's ignorance is manifest in 
his assertion that “modern architectural 
orthodoxy has declared history irrelevant 
and has outlawed traditional styles.” In 
fact, the postmodern movement has em: 
braced the literal and metaphorical signifi- 
cance of historic representational forms 
(New Orleans's Plaza d'ltalia, Philip John: 
son's 1001 Fifth Avenue apartments and 
AT&T Tower, the Biloxi, Miss., library, San 
Francisco's Victoria Mews, to note only a 
few) to the point that many are concerned 
with a light-handed and potentially de: 
meaning significance of such adaptions. 
for while those who forget the past may 
repeal il, tose who copy it may cheapen 
it. In addition, the American landscape is 
happily becoming repopulated with qual. 
ity renovation and adaptive-use projects 
(the Smithsonian's Renwick Arts and In- 


dustries Building, Minneapolis's Butler 
Square, Old Boston City Hall, Kansas 
City's Westport Square, Seattle's Pioneer 
Square, the State Capital Building in Sac- 
famento. Dallas's Cumberland Hill 
School, etc.). Indeed, a very high percent- 
age of the members of the National Trust 
for Historic Preservation are architects. 

When Brolin names the architect alone 
as villain (with the fast-food corporate 
structure as a despotic influence), he fails 
to acknowledge the import of the Industrial 
Revolution and the value shift of contem- 
porary society (i.e.. the importance of the 
automobile, domestic comfort, conve- 
nience, fast food, suburbia, the general 
decline of the demand for quality), In do- 
ing so, Brolin fails to grasp the essence 
of the manifesto on form and function, for 
if our airoraft hangers looked like Gothic 
cathedrals, what would an actual Gothic 
cathedral come to signity7 

Architectural criticism is presently 
grasping for the tools for a thorough anal- 
ysis of its syntax and its interpretation/ 
perceplion/use, While an easily read dis- 
Cussion intelligible to nonprofessionals 
may be difficult to secure, surely the Pent- 
house reader deserves a better effort. 
While Penthouse may be on the cutting 
edge of the sexual frontier, its awareness 
of the built environment is. in Brolin's ef- 
fort, a ‘Colonial ARCO station in the atri- 
um of the National Gallery —William T. 
Eberhard, AIA, Cleveland, Ohi0O+->q 
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women who wrestle? Do you think all the 
other people watching two 
females in the ring are there just 

for the sport of it?® 


AVIRA TIOLLANDER 
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LETTER OF THE MONTH 
1am a male member of the 
swim team at a small liberal- 
arts college here in the North- 
west. At present the team 
consists of five guys and four 
gitls, Of course, in competi- 
tion we are really two teams, 
male and female. But for all 
practical purposes we are 
one team. We practice to- 
gether, travel together, eat to- 
gether. and sometimes screw 
together. 

The school is too small to 
ever have a swimming pool, 
so we van together to nearby 
facilities, usually a health 
club, to use their pools for 
practice. This is during off 
hours, mostly early in the 
morning before classes, and 
SO usually we are the only 
ones around, Believe me, it 
lakes real dedication to roll 
out of the sack at 5:00 A. in 
order to be at practice by 
6:00. But there are compensations. At the health club there is only 
one jocker and shower roum, sg it's share and share alike, No 
one can accuse our college of not providing equal facilities for 
women! 

Incidentally, the equality even extends to swim garb. Since the 
college can afford only one regulation switnsuil per individual, 
these are saved for actual competition. For practice everybody 
just wears a pair of ladies’ skimpy. quick-drying, nylon-tricot bikini 
panties. They are cheap, sleek, comfortable, and so featherlike 
you hardly know you have anything on, Of course, they leave very 
little to the imagination, particularly when wet. But that's fine with 
us. Nobody in our group has any excess modesty. In fact, the 
gitls never bother with tops at practice. And our coach, an at- 
tractive young female phys ed teacher, will stop here and join 
us in the pool when she wants to demonstrate something, and 
she sometimes even takes part in the atlerpractice shower. 

Those showers are really neat. We usually allow ample time 


so nobody has fo feel rushed. 
Everybody hits them at once, 
and since there is just the one 
circular shower with five 
heads, we double up under 
each spray. Everyone in our 
group is rather uninhibited. 
They may not have started 
out that way, but they sure are 
now! There is much good and 
natural horseplay. and often 
things get pretty sexy. Of 
course, everybody washes 
somebody else's back, and 
the mutual soaping usually 
extends to the rest of the 
body, too. It is pretty difficult 
not to get turned on under the 
circumstances, and hard-ons 
are usually in evidence. 

With soapy fingers, and 
sometimes by mouth, there is 
/ots of playing around with the 
sex organs of the opposite 
sex—and some with mem- 
bers of the same sex, more 
so by the girls. | suppose at 
feast half the group gets It off at any particular session. Once in 
4 while a couple will get so turned on they'll do a stand-up fuck 
routine under the spray to the cheers of the rest of the group. 
Once a girl got it from two guys at once in a sandwich, but these 
are exceptions, | can get off sometimes just watching. For ex- 
ample, last week | shot my wad while watching Linda, our beau- 
tiful, slim, long-haired blonde, water streaming over her heaving 
boobs with their hard, jutting nipples, her head thrown back, She 
was gasping for breath, legs widely spread, her sleek hips ro- 
faling wildly as @ guy in front and a girl in back let their fingers 
stroke and explore her most intimate apertures. 

About once a week or every ten days, out come the razors; 
swimmers don't want any body hair to slow times down, so we 
Shave our bodies in order to save time in the pool. Since guys 
are more hirsute than gals, often two or three girls will work on 
one guy ata time. lathering him up and shaving legs, belly, chest, 
underarms, and sometimes, for kicks, his prick, balls, and ass, 


All inquiries are treated in confidence, Send to 
Xaviera Hollander, Penthouse Magazine, 909 Third Avenue, New York, N.Y. 10022. 
Miss Hollander regrets that no private replies can be supplied, 
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too. We guys get even, though. Most of 
the girls’ pussies are bald as billiard bails. 
All of which brings me around to a couple 
of things I'm wondering about. 

One of the guys—vall him Mr, Stud— 
ts quite well hung, and his length is further 
enhanced by the fact that he is unclipped, 
with a long, tapered foreskin. Most of 
the guys are circumcized and about av- 
erage in size. Three of us, atter a session 
in the cool pool water. come out very wrin- 
kled and stubby, but the fourth guy 
doesn't shrink up at all, and neither does 
Mr. Stud. 

The feel of my cockhead pressing 
against the tight cap of skin is real good 
in a horny sort of way, and several of the 
gitls have said it looks real “cute.” One 
girl in particular seems very fascinated. At 
first she would just watch as it grew. until 
the head would pop free when the foreskin 
“relaxed” in the warm shower. Now she 
loves to play with it and unhesitatingly will 
go down on me and suck cock. She ad- 
mits she usually orgasms when the head 
pops free in her mouth. She used to just 
do this ia the shower, but she gets turned 
‘n SO much now that she can’t wait, and 
even during practice she'll cop a feel. A 
faw days ago while | was taking a breather 
sitting on the side of the pool, she noticed 
the sharp, puckered tip clearly visible 
through my wet panties, skinned me out 
of them, and quickly sucked me up to 
nearly a full rod. | didn't come uncapped, 


though, so she didn’t get her rocks off be- 
fore the break ended 

Once, standing together in the shower, 
Mr. Stud and | were the center of attention, 
as we had a “no hands” contest to see 
who could pop his glans free first. The 
shower was turned quite cold, and | 
Stayed tightly capped, even as | swelled 
fo nearly my full seven inches. As Mr. 
Stud's large, stiffening tool began to show 
its head, the skin retracting slowly, mine 
suddenly peeled free. | won by a foreskin. 

Anyway, Xaviera, you would cerlairily 
qualify as a connoisseur of cocks, and | 
wonder if you have ever met any guys to 
which this capping happens. lam wondér- 
ing why some guys shrink up more than 
others, 

Also, Xaviera, in your extensive obser- 
vations of erections, what seems to be the 
normal angle? One of our bunch has his 
practically touching his belly, while (wo 
are al 45 degrees from vertical and two 
are virtually straight out. horizontal_—L_.C. 


From my own penetrating experience, | 
can stale that black men generally have 
larger penises when nonerect than white 
men. They tend not to shrivel up as much 
after an orgasm. On the other hand, when 
getting hard, they simply fill up and get 
thicker. | Nave often been surprised at how 
‘some white men’s cocks will be very small 
when flaccid but grow to tremendous size 
when erect, There's no general rule | can 


“Funny, you can look at a thing a million times, 
and then one day, whammoa, it hits you!”’ 
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give you. Each manis different. Each cock 
has, shall we say, it's own personality. 

Regarding circumcision, there are 
worner! who get excited at seeing the 
head of the penis pop out of the foreskin. 
Other women prefer a clean-cut penis. | 
do know some men, however, who feel 
shortchanged at not having their foreskin 
intact. Gold water detinitely shrinks most 
men’s penises. The exact opposite hap- 
pens with a woman's breasts. The nipples 
harden and expand, 

Erection angles also differ trom person 
to person. Some men when erect will have 
their corks practically pointing at their bel- 
lies, while others—you could hang coats 
on them. 

Now | have a question: where's your 
school? I've heard of coeducation, but this 
sounds sublime, 


WRESTLING WITH A PROBLEM 
am 18, or will be by the time this letter 
reaches you Since | have been younger, 
/ have had an unusual fetish, itis women's 
wrestling, | just want lo crear in my pants 
at the very idea of il. | am very confused 
about these feelings, and | have never told 
anyone about il, not even my closest 
friends. Whenever there are women wres- 
ters on television, will masturbate in front 
of them! | would like either watching wom- 
en wrestle or wrestling one myself. My 
greatest fantasy is to be pinned in a ring 
of on @ mal by a gorgeous amazon clad 
in the skimpiest of bikinis, | derive partic- 
ular pleasure at the moment of the pin. 

Is this kind of thing “normal,” or should 
/ see a psychiatrist? | have kept this bot- 
ted up inside me for years, If | were ever 
to marry. could | ever find a wife who 
would want to do this? | am rather embar- 
rassed to discuss it with anyone. Hidden 
in my closet are wrestling magazines with 
apartment-house wrestling women. If my 
mother found them, I'd die 

1am rather well built, and | consider my- 
self to be rather good-looking, Should | 
give this business up? |am slightly frantic, 
because | am going away to college in two 
months. Please print my letter—| am beg- 
ging you. Give me the most information on 
you can, |haven'ta clue to why | am act- 
ing this way. | never miss your column.— 
J 


So what's your problem? Plenty of women 
get off on Rocky-lype boxers. Why 
shouldn't a man enjoy women who wres- 
tle? Do you think all the other people 
watching two females in the ring are there 
just for the sport? Nonsense. A lot of them 
are just as hot and excited as you, 

| suggest you meet one of these wonder 
women. First, though, get yourself in 
shape. Then start attending a few wres- 
lling meets. Every profession has its 
groupies, and I’m sure you'll find your 
place in line outside the locker room door. 


HOT BUT WORN OUT 
/ am 36, married 14 years, and have two 
children by my husband. | was always 


content with my sex life, until yes 
when somethi 
wondering. 
For the past couple of weeks | have 
been working alone in my office while ev 


orday 


ig happened that has m 


eryone else is on vacation. A few days ago 
| decided that since | was alone, | would 
take off my stockings and panties while | 


worked. After sitting on my vinyl typing | 


chair awhile, | decided to put some cream 


on my clitoris, twal, and ass hole to see 
how it would feel when | sat down. It felt 
wonderful. 

At one point during the day, as | leaned 
back in the chair to reach for the phone, 
my clitoris arched and, squeezed be. 
tween my legs. seemed to slide and 
stretch in the cream. | was ecstatic. | con- 
tinued to move back and fort etching 
the muscles in my clit outward as | moved 
it up and down between my legs. | have 
always loved to have my clit rubbed, 
stroked, and sucked, but my husband 
would never do it for very long. | decided 
lo rock, ‘fucking’ my clit between my 
pr d-together legs until | got tired of it 
After several minutes | had the most fan- 
tastic orgasm | have ever experienced in 
my life, My clit straightened right out and 
gave four or five lunges that left me sitting 
ina pool of red-hot pussy juice. That had 
never happened to me before in my life. 

My husband and | have had a fairly 
good sex life, and | swear that | have had 
orgasms frequently with him—orgasms 
that are so hard that every muscle in my 
cunt pushes and | fee! | will explode. 
But this orgasm was entirely different. 
don't think | have ever had a clitoral or 
gasm. Could it be that a vaginal orgasm 
and a two different 
things? Please wer so | di 
the rest of my lite w 
perienced my first ¢ 
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‘al orgasm are 


spend 
andering if | have ex 


enced age of 


climaxed twice that afte 
fucking, and today | had the 
climax of all. My clit went rigid for at 
one min 


cunt, How ean 


ny t 
ly?—T.B. 


usband or witl 


instead of 
y not ask your husbi give you 
| body massage with some smc 
body lotion? Guide his hands to go sI 
or faster as he hits the spots you like 
You mention that he d 


toris but never for very long. Well, t 
at least better than nothing g him 
hang on for a while longer so you can 
reach your clitoral orgasm before he pen 
etrates you 

According to most sexperts, there is no 


real vaginal orgasm, only the orgasm that 


is caused by stimulation of 
certain positions of penetra your 
man's shaft will rub against your clitoris 
For instance, have him enter you with your 
legs together and his legs outside yours 

Most women find oral sex to be the m 
stimulating act of lovemaking. S 


6. in 


‘At 


For a tull color lithograph, 18°x19", of Ken Davies “Flying Wild Turkey,” end $5.00 to Box 92: P, N.Y, N.Y. 10208 


An Unforgettable 
Experience 


To see a Wild Turkey rising 
from the forest floor is an awe- 
some sight no man is likely to 
forget. The bird's wing-beats 
resound like thunder claps, 
and its feathers fan out in 
grand display. 

The Wild Turkey is the 
largest native bird capable 
of flight and an apt symbol 
for America’s greatest native 
whiskey—Wild Turkey. 


WILD TURKEY */ 101 PROOF / 8 YEARS OLD 


Austin, Nichols Distilling Co., Lawrenceburg, Kentucky © 1981 


after they've reached clitoral orgasm, they 
sometimes crave penetration by the man 
so that their orgasms can more or less 
continue. With some good oral sex and 
well-guided massaging from your hus- 
band, you should be able to achieve those 
lerrific orgasms without so much effort. 


YOUR FOOT IN THE DOOR 

(am a 22-year-old heterosexual who nat- 
urally becomes very aroused at the sight 
of large, well-formed breasts. tight but- 
locks, and so forth. However, | also get 
terribly aroused at the sight of pretty feet. 
Not many girls have attractive feet, 
though, Too many strain their arches and 
jam their toes together in pointy-toed, 
high-heeled shoes. (I also find nail polish 
unattractive.) 

Recently, | had one of the greatest sex- 
ual experiences of my life. | had gone to 
deliver a chair fo a customer from my 
dad's furniture store. A nice-looking lady, 
about 40 years old, answered the door. 
She cordially invited me in, saying that she 
had been all aver town looking far a chair 
like that. After putting it where she wanted 
it, she remarked that | looked rather hot 
and asked me it | would like to sit down 
and have a glass of ice water. Ina moment 
we had both sat down, and she remarked 
how tired her feet were as she removed 
her shoes. My cock must have gotten hard 
in two seconds. She had, by far, the most 
beautiful feet | have ever seen in my life 


“It's a condominium.” 


The first thing | noticed was her ex- 
tremely high curved arches. Everything 
about her feet and toes was so exquisitely 
shaped and proportional! My mouth wa- 
tered so much that | didn’t need to drink 
any more from the glass. | told her she had 
pretty feet and that | would be glad to give 
her a good foot massage. She said that 
that would be nice but that she couldn't 
ask me to do such a thing. Undaunted, | 
walked to where she was sitting and told 
her one good turn deserved another As 
/ started massaging her soles and toes 
with my hands and fingertips, | told her (o 
Just sit back and relax and let it take effect. 
She leaned back and closed her eyes 
while | gave her a masterpiece of exotic 
massage. She remarked that she hadn't 
felt anything this good since her husband 
was alive. Well, the sight and mild aroma 
of her feet became too much for me | 
leaned over and started lightly Hicking her 
toes with my tongue. She opened her 
eyes, but | fold her to relax while | put on 
the finishing touches. She closed her eyes 
again and started making sensuous 
sounds while moving her pelvis. By now 
Iwas licking and kissing all over her soles 
and sucking her beautiful, big toes. | then 
got up. kissed her lips passionately, and 
hugged her. She melted in my arms as | 
Started fondling her breasts and rubbing 
her crotcn. 

She took me to her bedroom. where | 
proceeded to kiss, lick, and caress her 
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whole body, She reciprocated very warm- 
ly. and although she wasn’t altogether un- 
inhibited, she had three orgasms (an all- 
time record, as she later revealed), and | 
had the most wildly satistying fuck in my 
lite. 

! visited Evelyn regularly for the next 
couple of weeks, but then she broke it off. 
She said she was in love with me but 
thought the 20 years’ difference in our 
ages t00 areata barrier to let this relation- 
ship continue on its course, possibly to- 
ward marriage. And so we loved and lost. 
TH always remember fer general comely 
appearance, though, and her exquisite 
foot features that make her one of the most 
beautiful women I've ever seen.—B.M. 


Better to be well heeled than footloose. 


WILD IN SUBURBIA 

| fear that | may be building up to a prob- 
fem that no doctor or psychiatrist but only 
@ modern, experienced, sophisticated 
woman like you can answer. Help! 

About five months ago Chuck and | at- 
tended a cocktail party at our country club 
and spent considerable time with Robert 
and Amelia. Robert is a manufacturer and 
probably Chuck's best customer Amelia 
and | play both golf and tennis together at 
the club. 

Near the end of the party, Amelia said 
she and Robert were inviting some other 
friends to their home for an "amour get- 
together" and asked us to come. Chuck 
and | were mystified by the designation of 
the party but agreed. On arrival we found 
three other couples we knew casually. 
One of the wives was Nancy, a leggy 
blonde with whom | had played doubles 
many times. Like all the women present, 
she was quite attractive and perhaps the 
youngest next to me, with the others rang- 
ing upward from the low thirties to Ame- 
fia's mid-forties, 

Into our first drink, that age average 
dropped with the arrival of a young couple 
who knew the others present and were in- 
troduced to Chuck and me as Sandra and 
Paul. Chuck recognized and confirmed 
Paul's surname and later told me that he 
is a research chemist in one of Robert's 
plants. Sandra was outstanding by her- 
self. She was one of the most beautiful, 
sensuous women | have ever seen, 
dressed in a light aqua jersey sheath that 
accentuated every curve. | couldn't blame 
Chuck at all when he went for a drink for 
her and then stood off to one side in ani- 
mated conversation with her. 

It was about then that Robert took the 
floor and announced that he had acquired 
some new film classics on video cassettes 
and that they could be viewed in the tele- 
vision room. A few of the people disap- 
peared into the room, but | stayed, sipping 
my drink and talking to Robert. It was then 
(hal | noticed Nancy and the husband of 
one of the other women tight in each oth- 
er's arms and vigorously rubbing their 
pubic areas together, | looked to see Ame- 
lia's reaction. She was standing very 
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close, face (o face with Paul, and he was 
pinching her nipples, between thumb and 
forefinger, through the cloth of her blouse. 
Even as | looked, she took one of Paul's 
hands and ushered him to the stairs lead- 
ing up to the bedroom area, closely fol- 
lowed by Nancy and her partner. 

To shorten this, | quickly learned that the 
people in the television room were wateh- 
ing very explicit porno films and tral Nan- 
cy’s husband had one of the other wives 
virtually undressed on a couch as their ex- 
citement was built by the movie. Chuck 
gave me a questioning look, and | 
shrugged, which he apparently 100k as a 
yes—and he and Sandra almosi.ran up 
the stairway 2 

Ever the gentleman, Robert asked It |, 
too, would like fo go upstairs. He was 
nice-looking, and Chuck and | had 
spouseé-swapped a couple of times in the 
past, so | said yes. But once in the bed- 
room, | felt | could not take part in an orgy 
and refused to undress, although | felt no 
anger or jealousy for what was probably 
happening between Chuck and Sandra. | 
was coping with everything that had hap- 
pened. 

Then Robert introduced me to some- 
thing that | believed occurred only in nov- 
els. He led me into a large, walk-in closet, 
pulled back a curtain, and exposed a 
glass window through which | could see 
Chuck naked on ts back, with Sandra 
astride him. sliding that fantastic body up 


and down like @ happy horseback rider. 

{was outraged with this spying and told 
Robert so. He merely smiled, said it was 
@ one-way mirror, and that Sandra was 
aware of it. In fact, he said, Sandra used 
to watch Amelia with her lovers when she 
was young. and when Sandra began to 
bring young men home with her, Amelia 
would watch and coach Sandra on how 
to please men and herself, Robert was as- 
founded that | had not known that Sandra 
was his and Amelia's daughter. What 
about Paul? | wanted to know. He was one 
of Amelia's lovers before he met and mar- 
ried Sandra. No, he had never committed 
incest with Sandra, but being an in-law 
was different. 

As he talked, Robert turned a knob on 
the wail that tet in the sounds in the next 
room. | forgot about my outrage and be- 
came fascinated as Chuck turned Sandra 
over on the bed and plunged his face be- 
tween her legs, then his cock back into her 
as she moaned and screamed, All this 
time Robert was subtly undressing me 
and caressing my erogenous points, and 
by the time Chuck had collapsed on San- 
dra, | was ready to fuck anyone. Robert 
was first, and before | got out of the bed, 
there was Nancy's husband. Paul. and 
one of the other men. 

Xaviera, Chuck and | have been back 
to Robert and Amelia's almost once a 
week since then, and our sexual excile- 
ment has continued to grow. After seeing 


“Gee—tt's the Fourth of July again. 
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@ videolaped flome movie, one not shot 
very well but most graphic of Sandra do- 
ing everything one woman can do to two 
men and them doing everything to her, | 
volunteered to be one of the women in a 
two-couple sex orgy. /never had more tun 
and was later proud of what | saw on the 
video tape. 

Now the problem. | am afraid that con- 
tinuation of this life will make Chuck and 
me biasé and jaded about sex, and | want 
sex fo remain fun forever. Chuck says that 
won't happen, that these /ast five months 
have been a ball, and that/ should lie back 
ae continue 0 enjoy it. Who is right?@— 


You have not told me what's most impor- 
tani: how has all this affected your rela- 
tionship with your husband? Are you still 
happy and satisfied with one another? Or 
do you need these group sessions to keep 
‘any spark of interest in your marriage? It 
seems you care for your husband. You 
‘seem to put greater value on your life with 
him than on your experiences at these 
parties. You must be your own judge. If 
this kind of life begins to cause you some 
Problems, then stop, or at least cool it for 
a while. Even too much group sex can be- 
come monotonous and boring. 


SIGN IN, PLEASE 
This may sound like an unusual problem, 
but | think you can do a lot to correct it. 

1 work in a large hotel in Florida, and 
there are plenty of women around ail day, 
mostly in various stages of unaress. | 
know that a good percentage of them 
must want to get aid, but one wrong move 
and | would be fired—nearly was, be- 
cause of one touchy broad. So much for 
body language. It is too risky. 

Why don't you introduce a more explicit 
sign of interest for people to use? What if 
the guy or the girl were to rub an earlobe 
with the opposite hand? Then, if the other 
party gave the same sign, they could take 
it from there If the other party got indig- 
nant, well, there'd be an out in acting 
dumb to the situation. Heck, the peace 
sign spread all over the world. Why not an 
interpersonal “Are you ready?" sign? It 
sure would cut out a lot of Jost time and 
mistakes.—C.U, 


‘Your eyes should be enough of a sign lan- 
guage. Why make it sa obvious? At least 
you've got it easier than many young men 
your age. You're already surrounded by 
sO many women. It’s simply a matter of 
scoring, which seems to be all you're in- 
terested in doing. If you're worried about 
getting fired, then don't mess with the cus- 
tomers, Remember, work and play, keep 
‘em separated as long as somebody else 
hands you your paycheck. 

| understand that in some American 
cities they have started wearing YCS and 
NO buttons. Is that what you have in mind? 
Of course. you never know when her NO 
to you might mean a YES to someone 


else. OH 
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NEW NATIONAL MONUMENTS 


BY EMILY PRAGER 


it's time to See America First. Remember those tamily auto tips 

of yesteryear? The massive, comfortable family car, Dad al the 
wheel, Mom with the map, and you and your siblings whining in the 
backseat? Remember Mount Rushmore, Yellowstone, the Grand Can- 
yon? Good, because no one can afford the gas to get there nowadays, 
‘and, frankly, why should they want to? What relevance does Yellow- 
stone National Park have in a modern kid's life, unless, of course, he 
or she has a marijuana patch there? Ditto Mount Rushmore, Ditto the 
Grand Canyon. 

That's why in 1981 it’s the Modern Family Vacation Tour to Ameri- 
ca’s New National Monuments. Featuring five new national treasures 
‘symbolic of American democracy and know-how that will amaze even 
the most punky kids. Fascinating snippets of American history untold 
night before their very eyes, Whether it’s left-wing pickets, a union dem- 
‘onstration, or a good old-fashioned equipment breakdown, your chil- 
dren are on the spot, seeing how far America the Beautiful has 
Progressed—the freest country in the worid—on this, our two hundred 
‘and fifth birthday! 

DAY 1: Love Canal, Niagara Courity, New York. "Begun by William 
T. Love in 1894 as part of a project to establish a modern industrial 
city along a man-made canal that would link the Niagara River with 
Lake Ontario, providing water and hydroelectric power, the whole thing 
was scrapped when someone invented an alternating-current motor 
that made the placement of industry at water sources unnecessary 
The canal was never finished and in 1947 was sold to the Hooker 
Chemical and Plastics Corporation 
as a dump for toxic waste, By 1953, 
21,800 tons of toxic waste had been 
deposited there, whereupon Hooker 
sold the property to the Niagara 
‘School Board for only $1.00. Includ- 
ed in the deed was a disclaimer of 
responsibility for any injuries in- 
curred as the result of buried chemi- 
cals. The schoo! board built a schoo! 
‘on the landfill and sold residential 
lots backing on the canal.” —New 
York Times, May 1980 

The background history is only a 
taste of what your child will learn 
about American business acumen 
and birth defects when you visit the 


Bs 1981, a new summer, a new administration, and once again 


meet the present residents of the 
Love Canal. if they nod off while 
Chatting with you or clumps of their 
hair fall out, it's not your boring con- 
versation that’s to blame; it’s the 
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black ooze out by the pool and the carcinogens in the rec room. Drop 
by Niagara Falls on your way out of town. It doesn't have much time 
loft, either, Your kids will love this fascinating trip through the world 
of chemicals. Be sure to bring masks, and if your kids develop any 
rashes when you get home, see your doctor. 

DAY 2: Three Mile island, Middletown, Pa. "Because of a series of 
human and mechanical errors, a reactor at the Metropolitan Edison 
Company's Three Mile Island plant in the middie of the Susquehanna 
River began to tear itsel! apart, losing spurts of radioactivity into tho 
air of central Pennsylvania. The reactor’s cooling system had maltunc- 
tioned—a vaive had tailed—and the reactor's nuclear core was rapidly 
overheating, raising the possibility of a meltdown sequence in which 
the core would get so hot it would sear its way out of its thick steel 
and concrete cocoon, drop to the open ground, and begin spewing 
radiation wildly.” —New York Times, April 16, 1979 

Only @ day’s drive from the Love Canal, Pennsylvania's historic 
Three Mile island site is only temporarily shut down. They say it’s per- 
fectly safe there now, but you couldn't tell it by the two-headed heifers 
that abound on the surrounding farms. From this monument to Amori- 
can progress and energy conservation, any kid who's into science fic- 
ton will learn more than he or she ever wanted to know about life after 
doomsday, inadequate safety precautions, and simple dicking off on 
the job. Keep those masks and have your family’s white blood count 
checked around 10 to 15 years trom the date of your visit. Better safe 
than sorry. 

DAY 3: The New York City Transit System, Now York City, NLY. “It 
ts estimated that without cost-cut- 
ting and finding additional revenue 
sources, the fare for subways and 
buses could rise to $1.30 by July 
1983."—New York Times, March 1, 
1980 

No child's math education is com- 
plete without a trip through the New 
York subway system. If he or she 
multiplies 60 cents by 6 million (a 
conservative estimate of the num- 
ber of people who ride each day), he 
or she will arrive at the figure of 
‘$4,800,000, which the Transit Au- 
thority earns per day on the system. 
That's approximately $33,600,000 
per week. To test your child's grasp 
of union strangieholds, inflationary 
‘squeeze, and corporation misman- 
agement, ask him or her how the 
‘subway can be in such disrepair, so 
grimy, so dangerous, and so incapa- 
5 ble of running at a profit when it 
takes in so much money. How come 
the Guardian Angels, who are un- 
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paid, seem to do a better job fight- 
ing crime than the transit police, 
who are paid? How many guys 
who expose themselves on the 
subway could you fit on the head 
of a pin? Or, if a guy exposes him- 
self on the subway and jerks off 
and you're not there to see it, 
should you give a party to cele- 
brate? The answer, of course, is 
yes. 

The most inexpensive way for a 
family to travel the last leg of our 
journey is by hitching on a semi. 
And then, if it doesn't jackknife on 
the highway, it’s two or three days 
at most to: 

DAY 4: Las Vegas, Nev., and 
The Rebuilding of the MGM Grand. 
Hotel accommodations are easily 
obtainable, but, reallly, it's safer to 
bring a tent and sleeping bags and 
camp out in any parking lot along 
famed Las Vegas Boulevard. It will 
take all your ingenuity as a good 
parent to explain to your children 
how many human lives would have 
been saved if there'd been sprin- 
klers in every room and how much 
money was saved; and, if there 
hadn't been a fire, whether any- 
‘one would have cared one way or 
the other, The kids, though, should 
love your story. 

DAY 5: The United States-Mex- 
ico Border, San Ysidro, Calif, 
“United States Border Patroimen 
teargassed a crowd of 300 Mexi- 
can aliens who surged across the 
border and pelted agents with 
rocks for more than an hour, the 
patrol said today... It was the 
second time in less than a week 
that tear gas was used to restore 
order."—New York Times. April 
15, 1980. 

Yes, it's fiesta day along the 
famed Tortilla Curtain. As the sun 
sets on the saguaro cactus and 
glints off the easily conquered 10- 
foot fence that runs 16 miles along 
the U.S.-Mexico border, your kids 
will understand for the first time 
why they can't get summer jobs. 
Calm them down with a trip to the 
night spot in Tijuana that head- 
lines the lady and the donkey and 
an introduction to a middle-class 
Colombian who paid a great deal 
of money to cross the border ille- 
gally and was left to die in the de- 
sert. Bon voyage! 
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fn the theater, a hit is what 
| sticks when you throw it 
against the wall in Shubert Al- 
ley. Broadway has seen a respect- 
able number of shows stick to the 
wall this season—but so few of 
them dramas and so few of them 
homegrown by native playwrights 
that some people are beginning to 
wonder if the theater, like other 
American businesses, will ever be- 
come a self-sustaining industry 
again. 

Contrary to one hard-held myth, 
heavy drama doesn’t automatical- 
ly die on Broadway; in fact, it can 
do famously. But only when it (a) 
features an irresistible box-office 
star, (b) comes from London with 
lots of advance hoopla, or (c) is so 


controversial that the scandal val- 
ue alone keeps it running. 

Stars of genuine magnitude 
rarely make Broadway appear 
ances these days, unless their ca- 
reers are snagged or SAG is on 
strike; but when they do, they draw 
like honey. Elizabeth Taylor set off 
box-office stampedes in Washing- 
ton and Fort Lauderdale before 
her vehicle, Lillian Heliman's The 
Little Foxes, wheeled into Broad- 
way. Lauren Bacall drew $3 million 
in advance sales for Woman of the 
Year. 

Rose, starring Glenda Jackson, 
isjust the latest in a string of British 
plays that have landed on Broad- 
way trailing their international rave 
reviews behind them. Two stylish 
biographical dramas—Potor Shat- 
fer's Amadeus and Pam Gems's 
Piaft—made the transcontinental 
leap earlier in the season. Al- 
though the gamy presentation of 
Edith Piaf’s lifelong battle with 
drink, drugs, rotten lovers, and her 
own ineluctable death wish give a 
certain pungency to Piaf, the show 
scores most of its devastating 
emotional impact through Jane 
Lapotaire’s electrifying portrayal 
of the legendary French chan- 
teuse. 

lan McKellen and Tim Curry per- 
form similar bravura service in 
Amadeus, with Curry as the 
braying young genius, Wolfaang 
Amadeus Mozart, and McKellen 


Amadeus with Jane Seymour and lan McKellen: God-given gifts. 


Jane Lapotaire as Piaf. 


as the established court compos- 
er, Antonio Salieri, who wages a 
furious attack on God for having 
conterred His sublime musical 
gifts on a silly ass like Mozart. But 
Amadeus doesn't hang on these 
brilliantly crafted performances 
alone for its potent dramatic ef- 
fects. Peter Shaffer has written a 
theatrically thrilling and psycho- 
logically sound study of jealousy 
and passion that makes Amadeus 
that must-see play of the year. 

A heavy international reputation 
does not, however, guarantee a 
play success on Broadway. Two 
stunning dramas—rish playwright 
Hugh Leonard's A Life and South 
African playwright Athol Fugard's 
A Lesson from Aloes—departed 
Broadway prematurely despite the 
fact that they gave us deeply mov- 
ing profiles of human courage and 
laughter in periods of great per- 
sonal anguish. (A Life's hero is dy- 
ing of cancer, and Aloas has deep 
political commitments as well as 
insanity; so my guess is that the 
“anguish” part is what turned off 
theater parties. Broadway audi- 
ences don't like to be overly dis- 
turbed, after alll.) 

On the home front, American 
playwrights had a terrible year on 
Broadway, with the most presti- 
gious casualty being Arthur Miller. 
Miller plunged into his old obses- 
sion with the American depression 


» in The American Clock, which dra- 


matized his own family experi- 
ences against the larger picture of 


= the entire country on its knees dur- 


ing the humiliating and painful dec- 
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ade of the 1930s, The flawed 
drama lasted only 12 pertor- 
mances on Broadway, making it 
the most spectacular failure 
among a crop of flops, which in- 
cluded plays by Steve Tesich, Al- 
bert Innaurato, and James 
Prideaux 

Edward Albee's keenly antici- 
pated adaptation of Lolita turned 
out to be another prominent disas- 
ter. Nabokov’s sensational 1955 
novel about a scholarly pedophile 
and his obsessive lust for a 12- 
year-old nymphet was protected 
from any overt cheapness by Al- 
bee's obvious respect for the nov- 
el's literary qualitias The show 


42nd Street celebrates B'way 


corrected the sins of Stanley Ku- 
brick's 1962 movie version by re- 
storing Nabokov's black satirical 
humor about America’s permis- 
sive society, and Donald Suther- 
land gave a marvelous pertorm- 
ance as “wilely, devious, deeply 
depraved” Humbert Humbert that 
Perfectly caught that character's 
grim self-mockery. But, alas, the 
production used an arch presenta- 
tional style that distanced the dra- 
ma so far from reality that alll the 
erotic qualities were lost. The con- 
troversial sex scenes were so 
severely stylized that both the sex- 
ual and emotional content were 
drained away. And the tinny per. 
formance of Blanche Baker (look- 
ing every minute of her 24 years) 
as Lolita did absolutely nothing to 
restore the lost juices. 


Far more promising drama 
came from off the Broadway track, 
in the noncommercial theater. 
Theaters such as the Manhattan 
Theater Club, Circle Repertory, 
and Yale Rep came up with win- 
ning American plays, such as Beth 
Henley's Crimes of the Heart, Jim 
Leonard’s The Diviners, and Sy- 
bille Pearson's Sally and Marsha. 
Since Broadway has come to rely 
more and more on such institution- 
al theaters for its dramatic sup- 
plies, expect some of these shows 
to resurface next season for sure. 

One such successful transfer on 
Broadway was Fifth of July, Lan- 
ford Wilson's continuation of hie 
Talley family cycle. Like Talley's 
Folly, this one originated at the Cir- 
cle Repertory and speaks of the 
resilient spirit of Wilson's all- 
American family of midwestern- 
ers. Despite Christopher Reeve's 
wooden performance in Fifth of 
July as a depressed Vietnam vet 
who is the last male member of the 
family clan, the play still charmed 
us with its compassionate charac- 
ter studies and for its celebration 
of the warmth, wit, and human de- 
cency of the indomitable Talleys. 

What's passing for laughs on 
Broadway this season is Jean 
Kerr's Lunch Hour, a truly dreary 
business that | venture to say is at- 
tracting audiences because of 
Gilda Radner. Although it walks 
and talks like a sex comedy, this 
innocently naughty tale about two 
neglected spouses (Gilda and her 
charmless leading man, Sam Wa- 
terston) who meet and match up 
in East Hampton has more lead in 
its pants than sand in its shoes. 

On the musical scene, ghouls 
and trivia collectors might mark 
this down as the year that Broad- 
way produced Frankenstein, a 
monstrous, $2 million one-night 
flop; Onward Victoria, a silly spec- 
tacle about the nineteenth-century 
radical feminist Victoria Woodhull; 
and Charlie and Algernon, an ex- 
ceedingly dopey musical that co- 
starred a mouse. But those who 
take their musicals seriously will 
celebrate the season for giving us 
three dazzling hit shows: 42nd 
Street, The Pirates of Penzance, 
and Sophisticated Ladies. 

Director Gower Champion's 


death on the afternoon of opening 
night made 42nd Street into a 
new Broadway legend. This 
spectacular $2 milllion stage 
version of a 1933 Warner 
Brothers depression movie im- 
mortalizes not only Champion's 
career but a large part of musical 
history and Broadway tradition as 
well. Honestly, the show's got ev- 
erything: breathtaking dance num- 
bers, covering every choreograph- 
ic style from glide waltzes to 
acrobatic tap; Harry Warren songs 
that shamelessly celebrate Broad- 
way in all its corny grandeur; and 
that irresistible story line about the 
little chorus girl who saves the 
show at the last minute and be- 
comes a star. (It's also got a very 
sharp producer, David Merrick, 
who set a new record on Broad- 
way with his $35 top-ticket price.) 
Another enterprising producer, 
Joseph Papp, struck gold with The 
Pirates of Penzance, a pertectly 
charming version of the Gilbert 
and Sullivan operetta. Pure 
enough for Savoyards but giddy 
enough for the uninitiated, this 
downright adorable show features 
rock star Linda Ronstadt as a de- 
mure Victorian maiden who falls in 
Jove with a pirate. Linda can’t act 
for beans, but her innocence at 
the craft fits right in with her role 
and makes her performance all 
the more enchanting. Broadway's 
new matinee idol, Kevin Kline, is 


Hines thes with Ladies. 


dashing as the Pirate King who is 
too softhearted to make a decent 
living at his chosen trade. The 
show has the best singing on 
Broadway and what my grand- 
mother used to call “a cheerful 
nature,” which makes it quite irre- 
sistible. 

The season's third musical high- 
light, Sophisticated Ladies, pro- 
claims itself a tribute to Duke 
Ellington and tries real hard to sug- 
gest the Duke's elegant style. But 
its true spirits are far too exuberant 
to stay cool for long. Fired by the 
dynamic talents of Gregory Hines, 
this pistol-hot revue is a good-time 
show, full of flashy dancing and 
upbeat rhythm numbers. When he 
isn't dancing up the scenery, 


Pure, giddy, and enchanting: The Pirates of Penzance with Ronstadt 
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Hines sings in an engagingly raspy 
voice and keeps the joint jumping 
with his easy comedy style. This 
party's in his pocket. 

In keeping with a past trend, 
splashy revivals of musical clas- 
sics are still working on Broadway 
if they come equipped with a major 
star, A handsome version of Briga- 
doon made a too modest showing, 
but Richard Burton's appearance 
in Camelot gave that clunky pro- 
duction stronger legs than it de- 
served. A runaway hit, the show is 
Still trotting through the provinces 
‘on tour—proving that a star can 
get away with murder. 

There's one musical fashion 
however, that might have played 
itself out; the bandbox revue. Per- 
fectly Frank. which gave tribute to 
the great Frank Loesser, tried to 
follow in the tradition of Ain't Mis- 
behavin' and Eubie and fell on its 
face. No need to weep over that 
one (the show was slick, shallow, 
and tawdry), but Tintypes definite: 
ly deserved better. This modestly 
scaled revue drew a portrait of 
America in its pre-World War | 
“melting pot" era, when waves of 
immigrants recorded their dazzled 
impressions of their new country 
through popular music. The show 
was a little too sweet for some 
tastes, but it still presented a pretty 
daguerreotype view of America 
and its music during the period. 
And in the person of Jerry Zaks, 
a multi-talented song-and-dance 
man with an appealing comedy 
style, the show introduced Broad- 
way audiences to a potential new 
star. 

The brief life span of this per- 
sonable show is one more indica- 
tion that Broadway has tired of its 
love affair with the modest revue 
and is back courting big, brassy 
musicals and sjarry revivals, In the 
same way, the failure of Hugh 
Leonard's and Athol Fugard’s 
splendid works shows that the 
commercial theater won't support 
drama that lacks a blockbuster 
star, sufficient “light entertain- 
ment” Value, highly controversial 
subject matter, or the imprimatur 
of a London production. 

This year, like every other year, 
it’s still pastry and circuses on 
Broadway.—Marilyn Stasio 
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ery early, maybe ten min- 

Louis Malle’s Atlantic City. 

it struck me, and not for the first 
time, that there ought to be a ban 
against making movies in Atlantic 
City. The old hotels with their 
ernous lobbies, the seaside board. 
walk, the street names from your 
Monopoly board, even the new ca- 
sinos half hiding the raw ends of 
dark side streets—all of these po- 
tential instant metaphors come 
crowding in on the lazy filmmaker 
turning movies into half-lit sludge. 
Not that Louis Malle is especial- 

ly lazy. And he's far from the worst 
filmmaker to have been beguiled 


by Atlantic City. But he’s as sub- 


act to the excess of easy meaning 
as the next one, and so his too un 
usual characters trail clouds of sig: 
nificance that they in no way earn. 
They include Burt Lancaster, sur: 
vivor from the old days, now part 
time numbers runner and gofer for 
Kate Reid, aging, hypochondriac 
former beauty-contest loser, and 
Susan Sarandon, once of Sas- 
katchewan, now a clam-bar wait 
fess and trainee croupier who is 
dreaming of a shot at the grand ca: 
sinos of the Riviera 

For the past or for the future, ev: 
eryone in this movie has a dream. 
jeryone also has a problem. The 
b is after a bundle of cocaine 
that Susan S; ex-hus: 
band stole and left with Burt Lan 
just before his by-no- 
means accidental demise. So 
there's a drama to 
spice a May-December sort-of 
love story. The crime melodrama, 
the oddness of the love story, and 
a perhaps too tender regard for 
the poetry of places bring to mind 
some other recent movies that 
more or less take their start by 
scouting a location and moving in 
from there. 

Michael Mann's Thief airs its 
pretensions differently, by way of 
the hard-edged gloom of nighttime 
Chicago. Its hero, James Caan, 
steals diamonds. Since he also 
tuns what seems a hugely pros: 


randon's 


caster, 


crime mel 


perous used-car agency, it’s never 
why he steals diamonds, un- 
ss for the dangerous elegance 
(the diamond thefts, always from 
impenetrable vaults, make the 
film's best scenes) or the plentiful 
misery, or to provide a novel an- 
swer for the “What do you do?" 
question on dates. He dates Tues: 
day Weld, playing a woman of fair 
ly checkered background hersolt 
and together, what with her inten- 
sity and his studied 
they sound like an Actors 
improvisation class put on screen 
But when he is thieving rather than 
talking, or when he is merely deci- 
mating the C 


evasiven 


cago diamond- 
fencing branch of the Mob, Caan 
inhabits a pretty good movie, one 
that is suspenseful, properly vio- 
lent, and full of fancy camera an- 
gles that work because they have 
some purpose beyond the demon: 
stration of their own ingenuity, 

Yet Thief, in the long run, lacks 
much identifiable content, 
Chicago seems no more than a 
convenience. Its interests are more 
abstract, meaninglessly mytholog: 
al, the depictions of actions rather 
than crimes—to the point that you 
wish the old production 
codes were back, which insisted 
ok should get his 


even 


almost 


that every evil cr 
due. 

J. J. Cord, the crook in Ivan 
Passer's Cutter and Bone, heads 


John Heard and Lisa Eichhorn: railing against California complacency. 


an oil company, plays polo, wears 
one-way sunglasses, and when a 
teenage cheerleader refuses his 
advances, kills her and hacks her 
body up so he can deposit it, late 
‘one night, in a Santa Barbara gar- 
bage can. But Bone (Jeff Bridges) 
sees Cord make the deposit, and 
under the bullying of his buddy 
Cutter (John Heard), a one-leg- 
ged, one-armed, one-eyed Viet- 
nam War veteran, more or less 
agrees to start blackmailing him. 
There's more, of course. Bone 
loves Cutter's wife (Lisa Eich- 
horn), Cutter's wife loves her 
booze, Bone and Cutter love each 
other. Everyone's a bit over the 
hill, and everyone talks too much, 
as if pleading his way back to the 
early 1970s. I'm not sure what the 
film thinks of blackmail. It argues 
all positions, even that blackmail 
might be wrong. But I'm fairly sure 
what it feels about life-styles, 
about Cutter's flamboyant self- 
pity, about how to find a grubby bit 
of dark even in the midst of sun- 
drenched Santa Barbara, 

If Atlantic City is all memory and 
desire, and if Thief is all manufac- 
tured mythology, then Cutter and 
Bones atleast 70 percent rhetori- 
cal bombast, with Cutter as some 
kind of tortured guru railing against 
the California complacency. The 
enemy isn’t just some guy who 
kills a cheerleader; it's corporate 
power, fossil fuels, the ominous oi! 
rigs off the coast casting shadows 
on an afternqon's idyllic sailing. 

The movie needs that sort of 
thing, less as image than as idea. 


Perhaps it's because Ivan Passer, 
like Louis Malle, is a European. 
Even Michael Mann comes back 
to his native Chicago after years of 
training and work in England. It's 
not that their thoughts about 
America are wrong but that they 
are thoughts before they are expe- 
rience. Each of the movies banks 
upon certain standardized re- 
‘sponses to a place and time, and 
each wants ultimately not so much 
to tell a story as to certify those re- 
sponses—to the dream of Atlantic 
City of the myth of crime in Chica- 
g0 or the faded protest beached in 
Santa Barbara. 

The old crime films—the good 
ones—might have told a story, of- 
ten highly conventional, and the 
thoughts and the characters and 
the atmosphere would have fallen 
into place by happy accident as a 
function simply of how they made 
movies. The new crime films virtu- 
ally have to define crime. Then 
they must search for its setting 
and then justify a plot line, which, 
‘of course, will look like an after- 
thought. You'll have been some- 
place but have learned nothing, at 
the end of these movies, that you 
didn’t know the moment they be- 
gan—which is one way of identify- 
ing a waste of time. 


You don’t hear much about Michel- 
‘angelo Antonioni these days. But 
20 years ago, and for perhaps a 
decade after, a lot of very bright 
people would have cited him as the 
great example of modern aware- 
ness in world cinema. in time, the 


elegant malaise that looked so 
fashionably mysterious in his most 
famous movies, L’Awentura 
(1960) and Blow-Lip (1986), began 
to seem a mannered bore. But in 
fact, his later work is more interest- 
ing than some critics allow. And his 
earlier movies, set generally in the 
milieu of the urban Italian upper- 
middle class, are very fine indeed. 
For some reason those first fea- 
tures have been slow in coming 
over here. But one, The Lady 
without Camelias, has just gone 
into national U.S. release; so it's 
possible to say that among the best 
of this year's openings is a movie 
made in 1953. 

The title needs some explana- 
tion. Alexandre Dumas’s mid-nine- 
teeth-century play and novel The 
Lady of the Camelias tells the sen- 
timental story of a beautiful but 
sickly courtesan who sacrifices a 
last chance at her own happiness 
by rejecting the proper young man. 
she really loves, so that he will 
leave her in order to lead the mid- 
dle-class life to which his family 
feel he is destined. It was im- 
mensely popular, and it became 
the basis for one of Verdi's love- 
lest operas, La Traviata, and, 
much later, with George Cukor's 
Camilie, tor one ot the few great 
movies in Greta Garbo’s strange 
career. 

In the Antonioni version the 
modern-day heroine, Clara Manni 
(Lucia Bosé), is a popular movie 
starlet, Her “prostitution” is to act 
sexy roles in potboiling movies 
that are beneath her taste, though 
not beneath her talent, and her ar- 
dent young lover is an aristocratic 
careerist interested only in occa- 
sional one-night stands. Partly 
with her collaboration, both work 
and love betray her. Her fate is not 
to die, pathetically, at the peak of 
her fragile beauty, but rather to 
nave to accept the man on his 
terms, the film producers on their 
terms, and go on living. 

In outline, the story is disillu- 
sioned, bitter, ironic. But its treat- 
ment is something else again, 
Antonioni actually made a deeply 
romantic movie, filmed in Venice 
and Rome, in which even his 
frequent images of loneliness, 
irresolution, and loss carry a shim- 


mering, desolate glamour. Lucia 
Bosé must rank among the most 
ravishing women ever to appear 
‘on screen, and her combination of 
long, dark hair, reserved, almost 
ascetic face, magnificent breasts, 
and tiny waist could stand as an 
embiem of a 1950s ideal of sen- 
sual beauty. She has only one spe- 
cifically erotic scene—on a movie 
set, a long, slow kiss in bed. But 
what a scene! Very chaste by our 
modern expectations, and yet her 
lassitude and her gestures of af- 
fectionate abandon make it as ex- 
citing as anything in recent motion 
pictures, 

What you're likely to recall from 


Lucia Bosé as movie starlet, 


The Lady without Camelias is the 
memory of certain visually expres- 
sive scenes: the movie kiss, of 
Course, of amomentary encounter 
between Clara and her lover out- 
side his apartment, or the mar- 
quee of a suburban movie theater 
on an otherwise empty street in 
the rain. Antonioni has a way of in- 
vesting all this with a sudden in- 
ctease in dramatic urgency—a 
way that in his later films became 
‘sometimes too emphatic and por- 
tentous but that here seems a per- 
fect underscoring of the drama: 
Indeed, it creates the drama out of 
the sparest elements. A man 
Passes a beautiful woman at the 
turn of the stairs. A young girl runs 
the length of a sun-bleached Ve- 
netian facade. or she does nothing 
more than sit alone, with a few 
pieces of simple furniture, in her 
toom.—Roger Greenspun 
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guides us along the beaten path of 
established theory. There are, 
however, snags and controver- 
sies, and Gribbin takes the time to 
explore the various theories of di- 
nosaur death and the origin of ag- 
gression in society. 

But in reading Gribbin's gospel, 
one finds it hard to imagine life not 
arising out of the fantastically con- 
rived series of coincidences that 
Prepared the way for our appear- 
‘ance. With the sun just the “right” 
size and just the “right” distance 
from the earth to keep it at just the 
“right” temperature, it seems the 
universe had us human beings in 
mind from the very beginning. 


ics tor generalizations and detail 
for hyperbole, and as a result his 


Until we find life on another 
planet, we'll never really be certain 
whether our origins are a unique 
cosmic fluke or the result of com- 
monplace circumstances. In one 
of the boldest exhibitions of statis- 
tical prowess, an equation was 
constructed in 1961 to calculate 
the number of advanced commu- 
nicating civilizations in the galaxy. 
Called the Drake equatici:, it mul- 
tiptied the probabilities of six var- 


Having dashed to pieces hope of 
any close encounters, Rood and 
Trefil focus on the short-term 
threats that endanger what might 
possibly be the onlly intelligent life 
in the galaxy. The authors caution 
‘that unless something is done to 
relieve the pressures of pollution, 
population, and limited resources, 
‘the cosmic experiment ends here 
and now. The only solution to the 
woes of our planet and race is the 
utilization of outer space. Out 
there we will find abundant raw 
materials and energy and a new 
home for the burgeoning popula- 
tion. Rood and Trefil convince 
themselves that it would be im- 


et's start at the very begin- 
ning. Modern scientific the- 
M4 ory dates the origin of the 
cosmos to about 15 billion years 
ago, when a violent explosion cre- 
ated and dispersed all matter, 
space, and time, Radio telescopes 
can still hear the echo of that cata- 
clysm rumbling through the uni- 
verse, Today science has pieced 
together the story of our origins, 
and it's a story that rivals any of 
the creation myths of the Egyp- 
tians or Mayans. Roughly, it goes 
like this: the Big Bang begot mat- 
ter, matter begot stars, stars begot 
planets, and planets begot intelli- 
gent life. 

‘Science books, like science it- 
‘self, move in trends. Currently in 
vogue are books that synthesize 
many scientific disciplines to ex- 
plain our physical, chemical, and 
biological origins. Fueled, no 
doubt, by Carl Sagan's Cosmos, 
these spin-offs are examples of 
Renaissance science and usually 
begin by asking the question we all 


asked when we were five: “Where | 


do | come from?" 

In John Gribbin's Genesis (De- 
lacorte), the author carefully re- 
constructs the cosmic conditions 
that made life on earth possible. 
Scoping down through space and 
time, we see nature organizing it- 
self into increasingly complex 
forms. Atoms become elements, 
elements combine into molecules, 
and bofore you know it, fish arc 
crawling out of the sea. Gribbin, 
who is an astrophysicist at Cam- 
bridge University, England, deftly 
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Eric Chaisson's Cosmic Dawn 
(Little, Brown) structures his book 
just as Gribbin does, but by the 
time he arrives at Homo sapiens, 
he is just warming up. Chaisson 
exhorts us to take "the broadest 
view of the biggest picture," which 
encompasses not only all of cre- 
ation but also the formation of 
society, the development of intol 
ligence, and the future of technol- 
ogy. For all its intended scope, 
Cosmic Dawn is not a very “big” 


lables to arrive at the magic 
number. Even the most conserva- 
tive estimates considered extra- 
terrestrial civilization plausible. 

In Are We Alone? (Scribner's), 
authors Robert T. Rood and 
James S. Trefil walk through each 
variable in the equation, discredit- 
ing earlier figures and substituting 
their own. They conclude that the 
total number of advanced civiliza- 
tions in the galaxy is small; in fact, 
we Could well be the only one. 


probable for a technologically in- 
telligent civilization like ours not to 
develop the realm of space. The 
irony of suggesting that we aban- 
don our hopes of finding extrater- 
restrial life and colonize space 
instead is that we would be making 
aliens of ourselves. 

Gerard K. O'Neill is the father of 
‘space colonization. Since 1969 ho 
has been urging humans to de- 
sign, develop, and occupy space 
habitats that would be self-suffi- 
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Nigel Calder: comet fever. 


cient, utilize solar power, and have 
the capacity to house thousands 
of people comfortably. All this 
could easily be dismissed as quix- 
otic revelry except that O'Neill is 
an experimental physicist and has 
worked out ail the details for the 
feasibility of such a mega-fantasy. 
His new book, 2081 (Simon & 
Schuster), takes us 100 years into 
the future, when these colonies 
are already in existence and when 
crossing intergalactic space is 
safer than a cruise across the At- 
lantic. Fhe bulk of the book is told 
through the eyes of a far-flung 
journalist visiting his home planet 
for the first time. He encounters a 
push-button Brave New World, 
where cities are enclosed in cli- 
mate-controlled bubbles and ro- 
bot butlers greet you at the door 
with pipe and slippers. 

O'Neill assures us that all these 
improvements are small steps 
from current technological devel- 
opments. Maybe, but | hope | don’t 
live long enough to find out. The 
world of 2081 is dominated by a 
technology designed to pamper, 
entertain, and service its inhabit- 
ants, who do nothing all day but 
shop, eat, go surfing in an artificial- 
ly enclosed lagoon, push more 
buttons, and show off their latest 
machine. Even George Jetson oc- 
casionally worried about his job or 
had a spat with his wife. 

There are three things the man 
in the street thinks of when he 
thinks of space: Mars, the rings of 
Saturn, and Halley's Comet. The 
latter is due to reappear in our so- 


lar system in 1985. Nigel Calder 
gets the jump on comet fever in a 
compendium of fact and fable sur- 
rounding these mysterious ob- 
jects. In The Comet Is Coming! 
(Viking), Calder introduces us to 
cometologists who blame comets 
tor everything from the Battle of 
Hastings to the common cold. Ac- 
cording to one view, around 4,000 
million years ago a comet teeming 
with carbon-based chemicals jet- 
tisoned its cargo over a primitive 
earth and thereby originated life 
‘on the planet. Furthermore, com- 
ets are still polluting the atmo- 
sphere with viruses that infect the 
Population. There is real food for 
paranoia here. Calder makes the 
case that dinosaurs were done in 
by @ cometary collision and that 
there is a one in four chance that 
of the 30 Apollo objects (asteroids 
the size of small planets) criss- 
crossing Earth’s orbit, sooner or 
later one will hit, 

In 1905 Albert Einstein pub- 
lished a theory of space, time, and 
motion called special relativity, 
shattering the universe of absolute 
physical reality into splinters of 
subjective experience. Paul Da- 
vies, in Other Worlds (Simon & 
Schuster), introduces us to the 
Netherworld of subatomic parti- 
cles, where matter has its lethal, 
negative double, all events are 
shrouded in clouds of probability. 
time has edges, and every mo- 
ment shears off into a myriad of 
parallel universes. Pretty trippy 
stuff, but this ultramicroscopic 
wonderland has already been 
glimpsed through laboratory ex- 
periments. Hundreds of antimatter 
particles have been produced with 
dramatic results, for when matter 
encounters its opposite, mutual 
annihilation follows. And that's just 
the foothills of this chaotic uni- 
verse, where matter winks in and 
‘out of existence and space-time is 
a labyrinth of holes and tunnels; 
and of the multiple universes that 
coexist alongside ours, one is 
probably running backwards. 

Today's physics is really math- 
ematical metaphysics. It tries to 
explain at the most elemental level 
where we come from, who we are, 
and what, in heaven's name, is re- 
ality—M, S. Kaplan 


END OF THE WORLD? 


police helicopter was buzz- 

ing like an angry fly just 

above a darkened Holly- 
wood hardware store. On the 
sidewalk two squad cars and sev- 
eral motorcycles were huddied to- 
gether like a circle of covered 
wagons, and helmeted policemen 
swarmed nervously around the 
front of the building. Across the 


Inside the studio, over a pummel- 
ing rhythm and a driving, metallic 
guitar, X's John Doe and Exene 
were chanting the chorus to one of 
their new songs: “We're desper- 
ate/Get used to it.” 

Los Angeles, known for its bal- 
my weather, celluloid fantasies, 
and laid-back soft rock, is mutat- 
ing. The crime rate is soaring, and 
many law-abiding citizens are 
afraid to go out at night. If they do, 
they're apt to run into crowds of 
teenagers with shaved heads or 
blue hair on their way to a punk- 
rock show, because Los Angeles 
rock is mutating, too. The city that 
gave the world the Eagles, Linda 
Ronstadt, and Jackson Browne is 
now breeding bands with names 
like Fear, the Circle Jerks, Agent 
Orange, and Black Flag, bands 
that play hard, fast, and loud and 
that sing “'! don't care about you/ 
Fuck you" (Fear), "We're tired of 
getting screwed” (Black Flag), 
and “The world's a mess/It's in 
my kiss” (X). 

The neighborhoods around sev- 


X: playing punk with a rock-'n'-roll momentum that's timeless. 


street, members of X, a rock band 
a number of critics have called 
America’s best, stood in the open 
door of a small recording studio, 
watching the show. “The cops 
here always seem to travel in 
packs,” drummer D. J. Bonebrake 
remarked, “and they have these 
loudspeakers. You'll be crossing 
the street against the fight or 
something, and all of a sudden 
you'll hear this voice saying, ‘All 
fight, you, back on the sidewalk!’ 


eral Los Angeles clubs that fea- 
ture punk rock have become war 
zones. The Starwood's entertain- 
ment license was revoked last 
spring after area residents com- 
plained of teenagers throwing bot- 
tles, fighting in the streets, using 
front yards for toilets, and noisily 
fornicating in the shrubbery. At 
press time the club was open 
again and appealing its case to the 
California State Supreme Court. 
On a recent, typical Saturday 
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night, police patrols went scream- 
ing by at regular intervals, scat- 
tering the pedestrians while the 
leather-jacket-and-Mohawk-hair- 
cut brigade that congregated in 
the club's parking lot pretended 
not to notice. Two other Los An- 
geles rock clubs were facing simi- 
lar neighborhood complaints. But 
punk rock keeps popping up in un- 
likely places—recontly, tho Flesh 
eaters and the Gun Club per- 
formed in the basement of a 
Chinese restaurant just off Holly- 
wood Boulevard. 

Punk rock originally flared up in 
the mid-seventies as a response 
to the smugness and solemnity 
that seemed to have infested so 
much big-time rock. Its centers 
were London, where genuine 
working-class anger fueled the 
movement, and New York, where 
bands like the Ramones, Blondie, 
and the Talking Heads worked 
their way out of seedy Bowery bars 
and into the limelight. But in these 
cities punk's moment has passed. 
Of the original English punks, the 
Clash are trying their hand at ev- 
erything from reggae to soul, and 
Johnny Rotten is making inventive 
art-rock with Public Image Ltd. A 
few inferior bands continue to play 
pure, go-for-the-jugular punk for a 
relatively small audience. In New 
York, punk as it was in 1976-77 
has virtually vanished. But the mu- 
sic and its related styles of dress 
and behavior have flourished in 
Los Angeles, and while much L.A. 
punk Is derivative and doctrinaire, 
the city's punk scene has pro- 
duced a vivid, compelling film doc- 
umentary complete with sound 
track album (The Decline of West- 
em Civilization, album on Siash) 
‘and at least one world-class rock- 
‘n’-roll band, X. 

Many of the city’s punk musi- 
cians are against anything that 
‘smacks of tradition (‘If it's been 
standing for too long, it’s evil,” 
says bassist Gary McDaniel of 
Black Flag), but X has consciously 
allied itself to traditional rock-' 
roll values, Billy Zoom, the quar- 
tet's blond-haired, blue-eyed 
guitarist, has bean playing the in- 
strument since he was a child and 
seems to know every fifties rock- 
abilly riff, His attack is hard and 
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modern, but his ideas come from 
such rock fountainheads as Chuck 
Berry and Cari Perkins. Bassist 
John Doe and vocalist Exene write 
lyrics that are often poetic and el- 
liptical, and drummer Don Bone- 
brake drives the band with a 
jacked-up rock-'n'-roll momentum: 
that's timeless. The group's rec- 
‘ords are produced by Ray Man- 
zarek, who was the organist in 
LA's seminal sixties band, the 
Doors, an X favorite. Los Angeles 
(Slash), the band’s first album, in- 
cluded organ solos by Manzarek 
and a double-tempo version of the 
old Doors’ “Soul Kitchen.” The 


Portant, the album was still selling 
steadily. At the end of 1980, a na- 
tionwide pop critics’ poll conduct- 
‘ed by the Village Voice named the 
album one of the year’s 20 best 
and voted X the country's finest 
“local band"—that is, the finest 
band without a major-label record- 
ing contract. 

The Los Angeles punk scene 
hasn't produced another band 
with X's relatively broad appeal, 
but several groups have distin- 
guished themselves in one way or 
another. The Germs were an inept 
but cocky quartet fronted by Darby 
Crash, whose thrashing, drunken 


Black Flag: “If it's been standing for too long, it's evil."” 


group's second LP, Wild Gift, dis- 
penses with the organ and con- 
centrates on tough, terse 
otiginals. It successfully captutes 
X's explosive but cannily con- 
trolied live sound and will probably 
turn out to be one of the year's 
most satisfying rock-'n'-roll LP’s. 
Most of America’s major record 
companies have headquarters in 
Los Angeles, but none of these 
companies has shown much inter- 
est in the city’s punk bands. Slash 
Records, which began as an off- 
shoot of the now defunct punk fan 
magazine Slash, has filled the gap 
with ingenuity and considerable 
commercial success. X's Los An- 
gelas had sold mora than 50,000 
copies a year after its release, an 
impressive showing for a tiny inde- 
pendent label like Slash; more im- 


performances and snarled, unin- 
telligible vocals tended to disguise 
his considerable talents as a lyri- 
cist. Crash died of a heroin over- 
dose last December, becoming 
the L.A. punk scene's first martyr. 
The Circle Jerks recently released 
an intelligent, witty first album, 
Group Sex (Frontier Records, P.O. 
Box 22, Sun Valley, Calif, 91352). 
Keith Morris, the Jerks’ lyricist, 
warns his young fans that antiso- 
cial actions are ultimately self-de- 
feating. "You can cuss, spit, throw 
bottles, broken glass," he chides, 
“but it ends up with a swift kick to 
your ass." The Jerks’ “Group 
Sex,” written with the Gun Club's 
Jettrey Pierce, satirizes Southern 
California's hot-tub culture; “Bev- 
erly Hills” rants about people in 
“Spandex pants and cowboy 


boots” and concludes, “Maybe I'll 
have to even move,” 

Other punk bands lack the Cir- 
cle Jerks’ wit and are considerably 
more virulent. Fear's lead singer, 
Lee Ving, who has been dubbed 
“the Don Rickles of punk,” insults 
the band's audiences ("You're a 
bunch of queers.... Next time 
don't bite so hard when | come, 
‘okay?") and writes songs that deal 
in calculated outrage. Punk audi- 
ences are aggressive to begin 
with, and more than one show fea- 
turing Fear and various other 
groups has turned into a pitched 
battle between bands and listen- 
ers or between punks and police. 
Even the latest mode of punk 
dancing—"slamming,” in which 
stoned celebrants hurl them- 
selves at each other across the 
dance floor, frequently Knocking 
hapless onlookers off their feet— 
is a form of aggression. 

The Decline of Western Civiliza- 
tion, which is presently being 
‘shown at art theaters around the 
country, captures the brilliance of 
X and the ugly venom that's also 
endemic to the L.A. punk scene. In 
@ senes of disquieting interviews, 
young punk fans chat noncommit- 
tally about beating each other up, 
talk about how much they hate 
cops and would like to kill hippies, 
and, in interview after interview, 
remark that they rarely see their 
parents or don't know where or 
who they are. 

One suspects these extremely 
disatfected fans make up a minor- 
ity of the punk audience, and the 
punk audience itself is a small part 
of California's rock fandom. But 
it's an exceptionally volatile audi- 
ence, and the only thing holding it 
together is a handful of kamikaze 
bands. X, which has appeared on 
television's “Midnight Special” 
and undertaken several success- 
ful national tours, seems destined 
for stardom, and a few other L.A. 
bands may follow it to the top, But 
most of the town's punk groups 
play anarchic, sociopathic rock- 
‘n'-roll noise for an anarchic, so- 
ciopathic youth subculture. In 
context, tha music is chillingly spe- 
cific, The decline of Western civ- 
lization? Could be, could be.— 
Robert Palmer Oty 
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PART TWO 


Unless we stop them, the men 
chosen by Ronald Reagan to run the Interior 
and Energy departments will 
turn America into a polluted wasteland. 


THE PRESIDENT’S 


BY JEFF STEIN 


JAMES WATT 


or 50 years before Watergate, the scandal that came 

to be known as ‘Teapot Dome" survived as the na 

tion's most ignominious example of political corrup- 

tion. Long after peopie had forgotten the details, 
Teapot Dome remained synonymous with payoffs to high 
government officials by robber barons seeking to exploit 
profits from publicly owned lands 

But last January journalists and historians were lempled 
to draw parallels from the textbooks when Honald Reagan 
nominated James A. Watt to be secretary of the interior. 
a job whose primary duty is the stewardship of the public's 
lands. The temptations were obvious: Watt—now custodian 
of more that’ 548 million acres of the nation’s scenic parks, 
coastal areas, and vast stretches of wilderness, its very 
physical heritage, under which lay a priceless bonanza of 
minerals and oil—came into the government like a fox into 
the chicken coop. 

Like the infamous Albert B. Fall, a former Wyoming sen- 
ator who, as interior secretary in the Harding administra- 
tion, tonk payotfs from oil companies, Watt arrived in 
Washington as a crony of the western slates’ major banks, 
utilities, railroad companies, oil and mineral concerns, and 
land speculators. As president of the “public interest” 
Mountain States Legal Foundation (MSLF) in Denver. Colo. 
Watt had spent the previous three years fighting every pos- 
sible federal encroachment on corporate profits. Calling the 
MSLF's legal initiatives “public interest,” in fact, was a 
clumsy and cynical—if not illeqal—ploy to mask bald-faced 
corporate interest in the organization: in almost every case 


Watt and his foundation, backed by the West's corporate 
giants, staffed by lawyers on loan from the country’s slick- 
est law firms and corporate-itigation departments, attacked 
the government with suits and “friend of the court” briefs 
designed with only one end in mind—to open, and keep 
opening, the gates of the nation’s precious wilderness 
tracts to private mineral and gas exploration for profit 

Before Wait's eager corporate service he had been a lob- 
byist for the Chamber of Commerce and had held a few 
government jobs, including vice-chairmanship of the old 
Federal Power Commission (FPC), in which he played a 
pivotal role in tripling the permissible price of natural gas, 
Within weeks of his January 20, 1981, assumption of pow- 
er. Watt was moving in predictable directions: 

Five months ahead of schedule, Watt announced the 
opening of California's majestic coastal areas to bidding 
for offshore drilling rights 

* He announced 4 hall in environmental-regulatory ac- 
tions involving several former clients of the MSLF 

# He told the Senate Commerce Committee that he in 
tended to open public lands for strategic mineral explora- 
tion by private companies 

®And_on March 7 he told Washington Post reporter 
Joanne Omang that perhaps regulations requiring strip mi 
ers to return the land to its “approximate original contour'' 
were too tough; ‘common sense" would be enoug!) 

A congressional energy expert who has seen interior 
secretaries come and go for the past 15 years leaned back 


in his Capitol Hill office and raised his eyes to the ceiling 
CONTINUED ON PAGE $4 
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JAMES EDWARDS 


or almost ter 
succession of 
gy ( 
astride Washington 


years a 
Ener 
zars"' has stood 


headlir 


dominating the S 
the nightly news shows, and 
sometimes the American 


presidents who hired them 
In an era of half-baked ef 
forts to manage the energy 
companies and soften re 
peated blows by the OPE 
cartel, men like 
Schlesinger seemed at 
times larger than life until 
done in by their own arro: 
gance or impotence in the 
face of superior corporate 
power arrayed 
them, they, too, ended up in 
the ashcan (see “The Co 
lossus of Waste," by Ernest 
Volkman, Penthouse, May 
1981). 

It was a sure sign of the 
new era of the corporate 
free-for-all, however, 
Ronald Reagan appointed a 
former one-term South 
Carolina governor and den 
tist to run the 20,000-em 
ployee Department if 
Energy (DOE). Reagan had 
vowed during the campaign 
that he would abolish the 
DOE; Edwards quickly an 
nounced that he hoped he 
would soon “‘work myself out of a job."’ But the affable 
oral surgeon soon proved an embarrassment even in 
ble role. Within weeks of Edwards's taking over the job, Reagan 
intimates were shaking their heads in their hands: under Jim Ed 
wards the Energy Department was in complete disarray. Virtu: 
ally all the top spots in the department remained unfilled, with 
Edwards's first choices rejected by the White House; one 
aide had been embarrassed by charges that he tried to plant 
DOE undercover spies in an environ! 
secretary himself se 
case of foot-in-the-mouth disease 
gressional Democrats and the press 
gan team. 

Edwards himself, intimates let it be 
ing to return to South Carolina for another run at the governor 
ship. And if a disastrous stint at the DOE turns out to b 
successful stepping stone back to the governor's mansion in 
Charleston, Edwards's political life will have turned out to be 
truly charmed; from the beginning, it had been a fluke 

By his own account, Jim Edwards was a political innocent until 
someone pul a copy of Sen. Barry Goldwater's Conscience of 
a Conservative in his hands in the early 1960s. That “someone 
might very well have been Roger Milliken, one of the South's 
biggest textile barons (Deering-Milliken Company) 
ber in good standing of the 
of ultraconservative bankers, landowners, and t 
inoculated with the pamphlets of the Jo! 
the inner cell of the tiny Republican f 


James 


when 


drawling 
hum: 


key 


nentalist meeting; and the 


med to have been seized by a terminal 
much to the delight of con 
and the chagrin of the Rea 


known, was already yearn 


d a mem: 


harleston Crazies 


med 


arolina’s 


n South 


hoo! of Dentistry in 1955 
and soon developed 
falive practice as 
surgeon. "Impresse 
Goldwater's ideas 


wn into “the 
overwhelmingly Demo- 
cratic state, Edwards even: 
tually became county 
chairman of the tiny Repub- 


razies” in 


can party and made an un 
successful run for a seat in 
the U. S. Congress in 1971 
Undaunted, the next year he 
snagged a seat in the State 
egislature. Two seemingly 
contradictory contours of 


t life would soon 


iS politicz 
emerge: as the 
tive backlash would grow 
tionally and in South 
arolina against the Demo 


conserva 


ratic party, Edwards's 
right-wing, antiunion, and 
many say) racist views 
would find greater popul: 

ty, while at the same time 


r taking 
ensitive 


S propensity 


Jumsily ir 
tions and committing politi 
al gaffes would keep him in 
‘onstant hot water 

In 1974, for example, Ed 
s publicly chastised for making an appearance before 
South Carolina's State Public Service Commission on behalf of 
a friend who owned a heavy-equipment freight service and had 
made applic expand routes in the Charleston area 
aid Fowler, the state Democratic party chairman, quickly made 
note that Edwards was not even a lawyer qualified to represent 
a client, ‘This is hardly the record of a man who wants to pla 
the role of an ethical reformer,’ he sneered. About the same 
time Edwards also introduced a bill in the legislature with a de- 
ided self-interest: it would have required citizens to posta $500 
bond when they sued doctors or dentists for malpractice 


posi 


wards 


He was anli-everythina that may have had some progressive 
trend to it,"" commented the Reverend Robert R. Woods, a black 
slate senator from Charleston. Beginning with his first term in 


the legislature, Edwards denounced the Equal Rights Amend: 
ment, favored the death penalty, and dismissed the idea that 
the government should help poor people 

South Carolina was one of those southern states where the 
es between Democrats and Republicans on the issues were 
blurry; by dint of a 100-year Civil War hangover, the Democrats 
dominated politics out of tradition, and the Republicans largely 
remained a debating society. in the early 1970s, however, as 
im Edwards staked out his positions on the Right, the Charles: 
nominally both Democrats and Republicans 


were molded behind him into a respectable Republican orga 


lion Crazies. 


After a confused primary season in 1974, Edwards 
d the GOP nomination for governor. Still there was no 
hope that he would win: the popular Charles (‘'Pug") Ravenal 
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when he thought of James Watt. “It's 
scary," he said. “He's a throwback to the 
Nixon years, where the ends justified the 
means." 

“He'll stop at nothing to get what he 
wants done," added a colleague. "Even 
some conservatives are worried about 
him. One told me the other day that he was 
worried because Watt would be horrible 
for the Republicans, since he'd embarrass 
them in the end.” 

Snickering about Watt quickly clogged 
the capital's gossip columns. There was 
clucking over Watt's seeming compulsion 
in public forums to call on God for help 
with tough decisions, stories about his 
calling in a subordinate to fire him and 
then asking that he get down on his knees 
to pray for divine guidance in the future. 
Sometimes, it was said, Watt would get up 
from the table at a high-level meeting in 
the department, go into the closet and 
pray, and come back out to announce a 
decision "as a result of prayer.” In Den- 
ver, Watt was a bizarre sight as he tooled 
up into the mountains for a prayer vigil in 
a garish purple van. 

“James Watt's idea of communing with 
nature,’ joked capital comedian Mark 
Russell, “is a cookout in a strip mine." 

Very funny, countered outraged envi- 
ronmentalists, calling for Watt's nomina- 
tion to be blocked by the Senate. To them, 
Watt responded: "God calls each of us to 
our different missions. I'm prepared emo- 
tionally, spiritually, and intellectually to 
withstand the onslaught, because I'm 
committed to helping the president-elect 
make changes in America.” 

One Interior Department employee re- 
membered Watt's initial performance be- 
fore the agency's rank and file as eerily 
reminiscent of Dr. Strangelove, a sinister 
“us and them attitude."* 

Watt had called together senior depart- 
ment employees to map their future to- 
gether in the first days of the new admin- 
istration. The air was thick with fear that 
environmental gains over the past 15 
years—the clean air and water acts, strip- 
mining regulations, industrial health rules, 
etc.—would be snapped into pieces like 
so much tinder. Veteran agency heads 
had already been fired on the spot. 

“If there are those among you who want 
to lock up our natural resources," Watt an- 
nounced from the podium, “then you 
should leave."’ And then Watt emitted a 
hollow laugh, “like he was laughing at 
us," one listener said, "But no one else 
laughed." 

The wisecracks and anxiety about 
James Watt masked a legitimate fear. 
Here was no mere right-wing, evangelical 
fool to be left in some back office of the 
White House to draw up memos as a sop 
tothe true believers who helped propel the 
Reagan administration into office. Al- 
ready, Watt had eclipsed the new energy 
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secretary, James Edwards, by being 
tapped by Reagan to head up the new 
cabinet-level Energy Cluster, a develop- 
ment that would have been impossible 
with a man like James Schlesinger run- 
ning the Department of Energy (DOE). And 
Watt's decisions would, like appointments 
to the Supreme Court, have their effect for 
generations to come: 

© Oil-shale development. By late spring 
Watt was scheduled to begin designing a 
plan for oil-shale development in Utah and 
Colorado. The Carter administration had 
begun cautiously with four small prototype 
operations. Watt could decide to fling 
open the area to full-scale commercial de- 
velopment, sucking up scarce water for 
private profit and creating mountains of 
waste. 

© Coal strip-mining. Already, vast land- 
scapes in Wyoming and Montana have 
been ravaged by the giant coal reapers, 
over which the plains sky darkens daily 
with the clouds of coal-dust and power- 
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“If you're looking for a 
smoking gun in your 
investigation of Watt,’’ said 
a congressional energy 
expert, ‘forget it. 

He is the smoking gun.” 
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plant pollution. Beginning in late July, Watt 
will decide how to handle leases of federal 
Jand in southwestern Utah and Wyoming. 
At issue: which lands will be leased and 
which protected, which companies will 
benefit, which methods will be used— 
careful restoration after mining or the 
“'strip-and-run™ tactics that have already 
desecrated many regions of the area. 

® One of those projects adjoins Bryce 
Canyon National Park, the so-called Allen- 
Warner Valley Cnergy System, a $4 billion 
complex of strip mines, coal-slurry pipe- 
lines, and power plants in Nevada and 
Utah, Included among the applicants for 
projects in Allen-Warner is the Nevada 
Power Company, a contributor to Watt's 
Mountain States Legal Foundation. 

@ He said he planned to turn over the 
burden of operating national urban parks 
to the states and cities and indicated that 
he would throw open national parks to de- 
velopment by private hotels, restaurants, 
and gift shops. 

“If you're looking for a smoking gun in 
your investigation of James Watt,” said a 
congressional energy expert, “forget it. 
He is the smoking gun.” 

Young James Watt and his girl friend, 


Leilani Bomgardner, were the king and 
queen of the senior prom at Wheatland 
High in Wyoming, class of 1956. Watt had 
excelled in three sports and graduated at 
the top of his class. The American Legion 
picked him out and sent him to Boys’ 
State, where he was elected “governor” 
of Wyoming. 

The king married the queen of the prom 
during their freshman year at the Univer- 
sity of Wyoming, where James had en- 
rolled in the College of Commerce and 
Industry. A teetotaler and the business 
manager of the student body, Watt grad- 
uated with honors and proceeded directly 
to the university's law school, where he 
edited the law journal, From there he 
moved into the campaign of Wyoming 
Gov. Milward Simpson, then running for 
the U.S. Senate. With Simpson's 1962 
victory, Watt came to Washington as an 
aide and a speechwriter, studying national 
politics at his mentor's feet and making the 
first contacts in corporate right-wing cir- 
cles that would form the contours of his 
own political rise a decade later. 

One of those openings to the Right 
came through the Freedom Studies Cen- 
ter, a self-described “private West Point 
of psycho-political warfare’’ founded by 
ultraconservative philanthropists and cor- 
porations at Boston, Va., in 1966. The 
center then, as now, was the darling of 
right-wing members of Congress and col- 
umnists, Simpson included, who filled the 
Congressional Record with testimonials 
and sent his aides to its seminars. It was 
through Simpson that young Watt also 
adopted Wyoming's love-hate relation- 
ship with the federal government. A lawyer 
and an oil man (vice-president of Husky 
Oil Company), Simpson railed against 
federal land-ownership policy (in a state 
that greatly benefits from the oil-depletion 
allowance and federally subsidized cheap 
water), tried to have the state take over 
Yellowstone National Park concessions, 
and backed limitless income tax deduc- 
tions for the exploration costs of mining in 
terests, 

Simpson, afflicted with Parkinson's dis- 
ease, retired in 1967, but Wall escaped a 
return to Wyoming with him by landing a 
job with the U.S. Chamber of Commerce 
as a Washington lobbyist, a position that 
required him to influence legislation devel- 
oped by the Senate and House Interior 
committees toward business interests. 
The chamber, of course, opposed most of 
the environmental legislation developed in 
that period, especially new water-quality 
Standards. 

Watt's energetic lobbying against anti- 
pollution standards was noted during the 
heated confirmation hearings of Nixon In- 
terior Department nominee Walter Hickel 
in 1969. Watt, assigned by the chamber, 
sat at Hickel's side during the hearings, 
coaching his testimony, Maine Sen. Ed 
Muskie wondered what this meant for fu- 
ture Republican policy. A few weeks later 
Muskie and Wisconsin Democrat William 
Proxmire got their answer. They were out- 
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raged to learn that Hickel had quietly 
brought Watt on board as a per diem con- 
sultant. A Hickel aide soothed the sena- 
tors with the announcement that Watt was 
working only part-time and that the job 
would end in a few weeks—and later hired 
him to be deputy assistant secretary of 
water and power resources, a job that did 
not require Senate confirmation. Part of 
the position gave him oversight of the de- 
partment's Bureau of Reclamation, a dam- 
building fietdom that operated like a yo- 
yo for utility companies. 

When Watt appeared for his confirma- 
tion hearings last January. he wasn't too 
eager to discuss this experience. And he 
didn't prefer to talk about his 1975-77 stint 
as a federal power commissioner. Per- 
haps the reason was that he had helped 
engineer the FPG's natural gas-ceiling in- 
crease that tripled costs to consumers, Or 
perhaps he was afraid that the senators 
might want to probe another embarrass- 
ing incident; the charge that Watt had tam- 
pered with two lawyers from the FPC who 
had testified to Congress that Tenneco 
and Mobil Oil companies had withheld 
supplies from the market. 

Following the January 1976 testimony 
of the two lawyers, one of whom is now 
an administrative law judge, both were 
largely stripped of their powers and in- 
fluence, “and otherwise made to feel 
unwelcome” by commissioners Watt and 
Richard L. Dunham, according to ac- 
counts of their testimony, Rep. John E 
Moss was enraged by the treatment of the 
two witnesses, threatened to introduce 
resolutions of impeachment against Wait 
and Dunham, and asked the Justice De- 
partment to look into the incident. It turned 
out to be a tempest in a teapot—nothing 
happened 

Last January, however, Watt touted his 
three years as head of the Bureau of Out- 
door Recreation (BOR), 1972-1975. dur- 
ing which he took a plan that was five 
years behind schedule and turned it out 
in less than a year. Called Outdoor Rec- 
reatior—A Legacy for America, the pub- 
lished plan called for a balanced and 
integrated system to evaluate wilderness, 
trails, scenic rivers. and wetlands for con- 
servation and recreational use. In Janu- 
ary, under scorching examination and 
denunciation by environmentalists, Watt 
pointed to the pian as the principal exam- 
ple of his fitness to be interior secretary. 

But Watt's self-promotion left much to 
be desired. Former associates call his 
original draft *'a joke,'" a claptrap licens- 
ing plan for snowmobiles and riverboats 
that alarmed senior career officials in the 
Interior Department and had to be rewrit- 
ten before it was published. 

But it was turned out in record time. Per- 
haps that was because Watt had the help 
of David A. Thoren, a longtime friend and 
management consultant. To help move 
the outdoor-recreation plan off center 
quickly, Watt personally hired Thoren 
without soliciting competitive bids for the 
project, which was eventually worth 
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$60,000 and provided an obvious entrée 
to the lucrative world of Washington con- 
sultancy. While they fashioned the con- 
tracts, Thoren stayed in Watt's home and 
worked out of an office at the BOR. 

“The type of contract is not unusual at 
all," Watt asserted during his FPC confir- 
mation hearings in 1975. He insisted that 
Government Accounting Office (GAO) in- 
vestigators picked on that one out of 27 
no-bid contracts during his tenure—a third 
of the total let. “The unusual thing about 
it is | did it with a friend,”’ Watt explained. 
He admitted he was “embarrassed about 
it because it violated my own standard." 
Watt's “embarrassment” soon turned to 
enthusiasm when he excitedly explained 
this was an “MBO—Management by Ob- 
jective program. * Stripped of its gibberish 
inthe Thoren episode, it merely meant that 
Watt had hired his friend because he was 
“a known quantity.” He had hired his 
friend because he knew his friend did 
good work. That was a terrific standard for 


© 


“This is just like Teapot Dome,” 
said one expert, ‘‘except that 
Teapot Dome was supposed to 
be kept secret. Watt will be 
open. He'll just bulldoze the 
West and then go home.” 
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private industry, Watt's questioners drolly 
pointed out, but not one to be emulated 
in government, It might be timesaving to 
hire one's friends, but the government un- 
fortunately asks that bids be solicited in 
most Gases so that everybody who runs 
@ cabinet department doesn't hand over 
the keys to his friends. 

While Watt was generous to his friend 
Thoren and the natural-gas industry, how- 
ever, he turned out to be no friend to the 
American consumer, who at the time of 
the 1975 FPC confirmation nearings was 
reeling from the explosion of foreign oil 
prices. Watt was asked then whether he 
would favor a tax form checkoff that would 
help fund consumer assistance centers to 
help ordinary citizens deal with their soar- 
ing energy costs. 

“The primary role of the FPC and state 
regulatory agencies,” Watt sniffed, “is to 
protect the consumer. . . . Another layer of 
government will not necessarily help the 
consumer." 

Watt's stints at the FPC and Chamber 
of Commerce provided impeccable 
grooming to head up the newly formed 
MSLF when he left the governmentin early 
1977. For several years right-wing ideo- 


logues and their corporate financial back- 
ers had been looking around for a formula 
to combat the phenomenally successful 
growth of the "public interest movement,” 

A key actor in the corporate counterat- 
tack was beer magnate Joseph Coors, 
whose wife, Holly, knew Watt through "A 
Ministry in the Parks." an evangelical 
group that sponsored resident ministers 
and church services in the parks. In 1975 
Watt met Coors at a Washington reception 
sponsored by the National Legal Center 
for the Public Interest (NLCPI), one of 
Coors's latest projects. 

The NLGPI was formed in 1975 to “as- 
sist in the establishment of independent 
regional litigation foundations dedicated 
to a balanced view of the role of law in 
achieving economic and social prog- 
ress," according to its incorporation pa- 
pers, and it soon became the nerve center 
of a web of nine such regional legal-attack 
centers. It proclaimed its work to be in 
“the public interest,” but its private inter- 
ests were more apparent. The initial board 
of directors consisted of Thomas C. Ellick, 
vice-president of Fluor Oil and Gas Cor- 
poration (which built the world's largest 
coal gasification plant in South Africa); 
David L. James of Arthur Young & Com- 
pany; and John T. McCarty of Olin Corpo- 
ration (one of the world’s largest arms 
manufacturers). The original board soon 
added 15 new members. Currently, its 
CEO is Charles F. Barber, chairman and 
chief executive officer of ASARCO, Inc.; 
its vice-chairman, Joseph Coors. Other 
board members include executives of the 
nation’s largest corporations, including 
Ernest B. Huerter, a former chairman of In- 
terstate Brands Corporation and regional 
officer of the National Association of Man- 
ufacturers (NAM). Unlike most truly public 
interest groups, the NLCPI articles of in- 
corporation state that it shall have no 
members and that all business is to be 
conducted by the board of directors. 

Watt reserved the right not to reveal 
contributors to the NCLPI-affiliated MSLF 
during his confirmation hearings, but 
Penthouse managed {o obtain internal 
MSLF documents identifying them. 

The major funding for the NLCP! had 
come from the Fluor Corporation and the 
Scaife Foundation, a Mellon family trust 
that has funded a wide array of ultraright 
causes through the years. Scaife and 
Goors (on the board of both the NLCP! and 
MSLF) weighed in with the bulk of MSLF’s 
original funding as well, together contrib- 
uting $85,000 by July 15, 1978, according 
to MSLF documents. The remainder of the 
contributions came overwhelmingly from 
oil company foundations, such as Phillips, 
Amoco, Cities Service, and Marathon Oil 

Watt became president of MSLF in Au- 
gust 1977, when its first-year budget to- 
taled $194,000. By 1980 the budget 
jumped to $1.2 million. In the same period 
Watt's ear t escalated from $29,000 to 
$66,000. MSLF records show, mean- 
while, that contributions to the foundation 
came almost solely from corporate giants 
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like Ghevron, Shell, Morrison-nudson 
Construction. and Boise Cascade and 
from utility companies throughout the 
West that have a direct interest in Interior 
Department decisions. 

“Their interest and our interest,” Texas 
Utility Company spokesman Dick Ramsey 
volunteered to the Sacramento Bee, “are 
somewhat mutual." A subsidiary of the 
company, Chaco Energy Company, nas 
petitioned the interior Department to strip- 
mine 320 million tons of coal in northwest- 
ern New Mexico. “It's a venture that's got 
to make a profil," Ramsey added, “What 
they [the MSLF] are doing is both in the 
public interest and our interest." 

The MSLF has a 26-member board of 
litigation established by the board of direc- 
tors, and there is supposed to be no con- 
nection between the foundation donors 
and the litigation board. In other words, as. 
‘a "public interest" legal center, the cor- 
porations that fund the MSLF are nol sup- 
posed to “shop around” for suits in 
collaboration with the foundation's ten 
staff lawyers and the board. It is no sur- 
prise to find that the board of litigation 
members primarily have clients number- 
ing among them the leading land devel- 
‘opers, utilities, oil companies, and banks, 
but Penthouse also obtained internal 
MSLF memoranda explicitly illustrating 
the connection among them. 

In June 1978, for example, MSLF and 
its donors became concerned about the 
so-called RARE Il (Roadless Area Review 
and Evaluation) pian of the Caner admin- 
istration to certify certain lands as “'wilder- 
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ness,” thus precluding wholesale devel- 
opment or exploitation by mining and oil 
interests. On June 20 James Watt and an 
associate, Kea Bardeen, wrote a memo 
on the subject to “selected MSLF mem- 
bers,” They reviewed “the tremendous 
impact of RARE |! in the Mountain West.” 
And they stated: "We have held several 
meetings to coordinate the lawyers repre- 
senting the affected industries™ (our em- 
phasis). Watt and Bardeen later asked in 
the memo for “those MSLF members who 
would be affected by this case" to attend 
a meeting at the Quality inn at the Denver 
Airport the following week “in order to as- 
sure the board of litigation and board of 
directors that such a case would benefit 
the entire private sector’ (again, our em- 
phasis) 

Public interest? 

Internal Revenue Service guidelines for 
nonprofit organizations and foundations 
require that “the engagement of the orga- 
nization in litigation can reasonably said to 
be in representation of a broad public in- 
terest, rather than a private interest."" Do- 
nations to a foundation that benefit, 
“directly or indirectly,” the donor, of 
course, are not supposed to be tax-de- 
ductible_In the case of the MSI F, they are. 
Defense actions, in addition, are sup- 
posed to be undertaken on the behalf of 
indigent clients, in at least one case that 
Watt directed, the law seems to have been 
violated. That was when the MSLF filed a 
brief in the U.S. Supreme Court on behalf 
of Mountain Fuel Supply Company. The is- 
sue at hand was how Mountain Fuel’s as- 


sets should be classified during a sale of 
those assets to a subsidiary. A lower court 
had made a decision that cost the com- 
pany money, and the MSLF entered the 
case during the appeal. One might rea- 
sonably question what this case had to do 
with “the public interest." but the more 
glaring question might be asked why 
Mountain Fuel Supply couldn't afford to 
defend itself. The MSLF documents, of 
course, show that the company contrib- 
utes "over $500" annually to the founda- 
tion, while Chairman of the Board B. 2. 
("Bud") Kastler sits on the foundation's 
Board of Directors, 


On February 15, James Watt walked into 
@ “get-acquainted" meeting at the Interior 
Department with his old friend Wyoming 
rancher Tom Garrett and four other envi- 
ronmentalists. After the firestorm af 
charges and countercharges that had 
dominated the confirmation period and 
Watt's first few weeks back in Washing- 
ton. the idea of everybody present was to 
have an informal, low-key, give-and-take 
where all parties could make the best of 
the future, 

But it didn’t take long before Watt vent- 
ed his anger and frustration at environ- 
mentalist groups and the prass. Accord- 
ing to one account, “Watt spent at least 
fifteen minutes in an emotional compiaint 
that he has been lied about. misrepresent- 
ed, and undermined at every turn by en- 
vironmentalist groups. He was bitter about 
the people who had testified against him, 
particularly the Audubon Society, and told 
the group that environmentalists had ‘poi- 
soned the press’ against him." 

“The environmentalists have taken a 
Iwenly-year Career and ignored seven- 
teen years of it. slamming him for Moun- 
tain States,"" contended Watt's spokes- 
man, Douglas Baldwin, “He's got a good 
environmental record.” But later that 
same week, Watt softened strip-mining 
standards and scuttled U. S_ support for 
the Law of the Seas Treaty, a bipartisan 
negotiating effort that began in the Nixon 
administration. 

Thus. within six weeks of taking the job, 
Jim Watt had managed to outrage not only 
environmentalists but also California Gov. 
Jerry Brown (who announced his intention 
to fight offshore drilling tooth and nail) and 
the State Department (which had spent six 
difficult years in negotiating the Law of the 
Seas Treaty). 

Nixon-like, Watt was withdrawing, cold- 
ly dealing through trusted subordinates, 
denouncing “extremists,” retiring to his 
family and God for inspiration and 
strength, and preparing corporate-fa- 
vored thunderbolts to transform America 
in Ronald Reagan's image 

“This is just another Teapot Dome in the 
making," observed a veteran congres- 
sional energy expert. “Except for one big 
difference. Teapot Dome was supposed 
to be kept secret. Watt will be open. He'll 
just bulldoze the West and then go back 
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The first in a new series of Penthouse reports 
that will take an inside look at various aspects and 
experiences of life in America that are not 
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of our culture. These photo-journalistic essays will 
report on a wide range of facets of 
contemporary society and will preview tomorrow's 
trends as they develop today. 


THE MUDD CLUB 


BY KATHY LOWRY 


A muscular young Jamaican coke 


dealer lies shirtless, spread-eagied on the urinal floor, his arin as white as 
his merchandise Thin strips of cocaine war-paint his chest. In the bluish 
fluorescent light, the graffiti on the bathroom wall just above him read: 
“Better dead on reds.—JFK.” “A punk without rock is like a day without 
Sunshine.” "Why not pussy biscuits?—Colette. 

Seconds later his smirking pal ushers in several uptight slumming busi 
nessmen, the kind who knot their ties at the neck instead of above the vein 
in their arm. Giggling nervously, they kneel and rut around on his sweaty 


(below) Gentlemen prefer blondes: punks—both performers and fans 
prefer hot pink hair. (right) A rock 'n' roll buff, made up to resemble a 
member of the popular heavy-metal band Kiss and brandishing a button 
expressing a predominant punk philosophy. 
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(lar le) Awoman dressed in 
proper Peck & Peck style, proving 
she doesn't ave to act accord- 
inaly. (top center) Men wearing 
eyeliner are common at the chib 
(bottom center) Ayoung girl sport 
ing the quintessential spiked punk 
haircut. (above) Mudd Club requ 
Jars, gathered upstairs to avoid the 
slummers and curiosity-seekers 
downstairs, practice “hanging 

out” James Dean style. 


torso, snorting coke off his armpits, navel 
Adam's apple, and nipples. “Token denigra- 
tion,” grins the black man. 

Despite the Mudd Club's strident countercul- 
ture iconoclasm, this avant-garde disco/eaha 
ret/punk palace shares one thing in common 
with mainstream New York night spots. its popu- 
larity with the hip set waxes and wanes, fluctual- 
ing as wildly as presidential polls. Currently. it is 
enjoying a major comeback, according to the 
faithful regulars. “Onginally,” claims a pretty git 
wearing every conceivabie shade of purple. 
“the place was a filthy. cavernous warehouse, a 
Lysol country nightmare whose only decor was 
the rampant graffiti scribbled on the walls by pa 
trons. Now,” she says, “they've exposed the 
brick walls so that the place looks more like an 
Aspen ski lodge—except that noone there would 
ever do anything as disgustingly wholesome as 
skiing!" A pioneer in the age of shrinking expec: 
tations, the Mudd Club still doesn advertise; 
Deople learn by word of mouth what nights live 


punk bands like the Psychedelic Furs, U-2, and 
Adam and the Ants will appear. A current favor 
ite Is @ band called Shoxiumania, whose mem 
bers dress up like Ukrainian folk dancers. 

The Mudd Club's primary clientele—a varied 
assortment of punks, conceptual artists, nihil 
ists, New Wavers, and serious misfits—enjoy 
playing sicko at the club the way they once 
played doctor under the stoop. Andy Warhol. an 
early frequenter no longer frequently seen there, 
putt best: “In the sixties we all had plenty to get 
pissed off about; now we're too tired and jaded 
for that; so we come here to get pissed on.” The 
bands, which usually play for little more than free 
drinks, happily contribute toward that goal, in 
dulging in such crowd-pleasing gambits as 
cursing the audience and screaming out lyrics 
punctuated by shrieks that could shatter a ma- 
on jar 

fall this weren't humbling enough, masochis- 
tic would-be revelers can't just sashay in on a 
smile and a cover charge. Not unless they've got 
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(near right) A Mudd Club 
regular, mock-jai 
D-Day bash for stu 
refusing 


attending the 


Mommy 0 party anda 


young man's cheeky version 
of punk’s safety-pin c 
(below right) The pu 

Thor, whe 


scene-maker Sy 


one of the club's most 
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Alen Tannenbaum 


Allen Tannentaun 


majora. Here is a good rule of thumb: if your mom would let 
you out her front door in your getup, you probably won't get 
in. One nice-looking ad man in a neat camel blazer and 
pleated trousers stormed oft after two hours of standing aut 
side in the cluster of well-to-dos waiting to get inside the ten 
ement. “Jesus!” he said. “I didn't wail this long to get into see 
Raging Bull'” Ine kinky Gress code makes lor a bizarre 
nightly floor show: one evening. when the fire department 
showed up to check fire-compliance laws, everyone thought 
that the band had arrived early 


MAAS MARKETING 
Muda is generally considered to be a mecca tor people with 
trained ears, offering up a knowing, witty blend of New Wave 
and postmodernist rock, the right golden oldies, rockabilly, 


Allen Tannenbaum 


and campy stuff like "The Chipmunk Song” and "Sixteen 
Tons.” Bul music of any kind is obsolete, claims Steve Maas, 
a taupe-colored, soft-spoken intellectual whose father was a 
Georgia coroner and whose grade-school teacher beat him 
with paddles. Conceptual art, he claims, is the most impor. 
lant thing happening right now. (His own baggy, threadbare 
wardrobe seems to be making the fashion statement "biah.”) 
Maas cheerfully admits he's so flaky that he can barely use 
a Rolodex. His punky brainchild, he claims, has been the 
most unexpected, unpremeditated hit since Springtime for 
Hitler. “Most popular culture in America is disgusting,” says 
Steve over a drink al the formica bar, which is, when you look 
atit.closely, an aerial relief map of the defense line of the Max. 
ican Air Force. “The people in charge of popular entertain: 
ment don’ know what they're doing; i's like going to an auto 
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mechanic for an appendec 
tomy.” The name Mudd, he 
explains—probably for the 
hundredth time—was his at 


tempt to fly in the face of all 
good consumer sense and 
also a way to “keep the 
straights out. It worked at 
first," he adds wistfully 


‘They'd call up information 
for the phone number here, 
but they'd never have t 
presence of mind to ask for 
the address. 


GET SICK SOON! 
At uptown Elaine's all the in: 
s and hotshots want to 
be in the front room; at the 
Mudd Club they tend to 
gravitate upstairs to get 
away from the hoi polioi and 
the action. They'd rather 
slump around in the elemen: 
tary school desks provided 
and suck on joints or stand 
around nudging dust rollies 

with their feet 

Some of Mudd's regulars 
look forbidding; they may be 
sensitive artists, or they may 
be escaped inmates. One 
regular sports the face, 
body, and expression of 
Frankenstein's monster 
Does he come here a lot? 
ig Park Ave- 
nue slummer asks 2 Diack 
Girl in harlequin glasses and 
a sarong made from flow. 


CONTINUED ON PAGE 102 


(above left) Walter Sted 
ding, an avant-garde musi- 
cian who frequently per 
forms at the Mudd Club 
wired for sound. (top mid 
dle) The Peck & Peck lady's 
version of dancing cheek to 
cheek. (bottom left) High- 
spirited patrons create a 
harmless three-headed 
monster. (near left) A typical 
costume for a Mudd Club 
band (right) A nude con- 
ceptual-art performance. 
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America loves its former 52. 
And our adoration has 

been surpassed only by our zeal 
to make a buck off them. 


HOSTAGENIANIN 


FICTION BY ROBERT S. WIEDER 


ow did it happen? How did 52 innocent 
Americans suddenly find themselves 
seized by frenzied mobs and robbed of 
their freedom, privacy, dignity, and, in 
the end, almost their very humanity? Simple: 
they came home! For 15 months Islamic 
terrorists hadn't been able to break their 
spirit, self-respect, and personal integrity. But 
what Iran couldn't do in 444 days American 
society accomplished in half the time. 
We drugged them with the heroin of 
adulation, blinded them in the glare 
of fame, made them prisoners of popularity; 
we paraded and manipulated them, 
exploited and brainwashed them. We turned 
52 decent citizens into figureheads, 
symbols, celebrities, spokesmen, novelties, 
attractions, political fodder. Free enterprise, 
which would gladly make Niagara Falls 
into a car wash, swiftly reduced them to 
products. And we all bought 
How did it happen? Inevitably, is how, 
Indeed, there were early hints of what was to 
come. Within days of the hostages’ return, 
the first book was out, entitled Free! 
(cost—$2.98), to be followed by Home!, 
Safe!, Alive!, and Horny! Simultaneously 
a line of designer hostage-jeans was 
announced (in 52 custom styles), and a rash 
of 45 RPM records on hostage themes hit 
the airwaves. William Morris signed 
its first hostage while he was still digesting 
Wiesbaden food. 
After these commercial flurries, though, 
there was an odd lapse of national 
curiosity, as if we were allowing our 
newly freed countrymen time to 
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recompose themselves and their lives. It 
was actually several months before the 
nationwide craving for (1) heroes and (2) 
fads began building into the cultural hys- 
teria now known to history as— 
Hostagemana. 

By then, of course, the Hostage Indus- 
try” was the hottest thing since CB radios. 
The novelties market was merely stagger- 
ing. The demand for “hostage’’ products 
and consumer items of every nature 
caused heart attacks. There were Hos- 
tage ashtrays, desk lamps, T-shirts, ra- 
dios, Frisbees, lunch pails, pencil boxes, 
stationery, mugs, coasters, aprons, pot 
holders, wallpaper, greeting cards, gran- 
ola, caps, linen, belt buckles, blazers, 
blindfolded bobbing-head dolls. Said one 
trend-watcher in Forbes, ‘They're as big 
as Star Wars and giving ‘Peanuts’ a run 
for its money.” 

The magazines early on recognized the 
hostages as a media Sutter's Mill and now 
unleashed a river of articles by and about 
them on every conceivable aspect—their 
childhoods, first loves, teachers, adoles- 
cence, hobbies, careers, foibles, rela- 
tives, politics, religions. sexual attitudes. 
allergies, best friends, IQs, loathings, 
dreams, secrets, and neuroses. We read 
their tips on grooming, diet, money funds, 
shopping, investing, nome repairs, and 
contraception 

They were on more magazine covers 
than the Kennedys, the Ewings, and all 
nine Charlie's Angels put together. The 
National Enquirer ran 52 weeks of individ- 
ual hostage profiles and followed up with 
a second year-long series on the theme 
of “Hostage So-and-So—One Year Lat- 
er." (The Enquirer has now published 181 
consecutive issues with a hostage cover 
story.) 

Rupert Murdoch, czar of the gossip dai- 
lies, presented each hostage with 100 
shares of his company stock. ‘You boost 
my circulation by fifteen percent,” he told 
one reporter, “and I'll give you two hun- 
dred shares." 

There were even fan magazines—Hos- 
tage Monthly, The Fab 52, Yellow Ribbon 
News. etc.—riddled with interviews, gos- 
sip, rumor, and limitless personal tidbits. 
America devoured such hostage trivia as. 

“Pet Peeve" (chanting mobs / fake ex- 
ecutions / persons who speak Farsi / 
“Death to America” banners), “Favorite 
Food" (pork chops / pork sausage / mul. 
lah's head on a plate); Can't Stand” (mil- 
itant students / Islam / solitary confine- 
ment / hospitals that accept dying shahs); 
“Crazy About" (the Sixth Fleet / desert 
sandstorms / Algerians); “Tired Of" (hear- 
ing about Allah / Tony Orlando records); 
and "Religious Fantasy" (martyring Kho- 
meini over a slow fire / the shah rising 
from the grave / a plague of brown toads 
‘on Iran / Jesus sending all Moslems to 
hell) 

This tasteless exploitation of anything 
hostage related may have bottomed out 
with an article in a leading men’s maga- 
zine satirizing the entire hostage phenom- 


76 PENTHOUSE 


enon, by a writer since consigned, 
happily, to obscurity. 

But any slack in the magazines was 
quickly taken up by the books. In January 
one hostage had announced the publica- 
tion of a diary he'd kept and smuggled 
home. By November, 20 of his colleagues 
had turned into Anne Franks. Memoir ad- 
vances soon passed the $500,000 mark. 
Before it all died down, there would be 
more hostage books than there were hos- 
lages—19 volumes about them, 32 vol- 
umes by them, and two volumes just 
analyzing hostage books. They covered 
the spectrum from biographies, novels, 
and accounts of the ordeal to The Hostage 
Cookbook: Dishes They Missed Most, 
which sold more than 3,500,000 copies, 
second only to the 6,850,000 sales of 
Four-Forty-Fourplay—written jointly by 11 
of the males—on how to maintain and sat- 
isfy one’s sexuality during extended iso- 
lation. (Third place went to the five-man 
collaboration on exercise-in-captivity—a 
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jock book called Pumping Iran.) 

Gradually, the hostages grew so famil- 
iar that the public, and the media, took to 
arbitrarily assigning each one of them a 
simple number from 1 to 52 for purposes 
of brevity. We were soon accustomed to 
reading headlines like ‘Vivisection—A 
New Career For #44!" and “#19 and 
#37—Are the Ugly Rumors True?” Later, 
television-show hype would adopt this: 
“Tonight, Benson mistakes #24 for an 
escaped con ... and the laughs will set 
you free!" 

Indeed, it was almost preordained that 
they would cause more television waves 
than did “‘Roots."’ This began, innocently, 
with the talk shows, which trampled each 
other in pursuit of the “Fab 52." Barbara 
Walters got into Guinness by interviewing 
34 of them en masse—‘Could | have a 
show of hands from the CIA operatives?” 
“Sixty Minutes’ gave them a whole 
hour—one minute per hostage. Twelve 
showed up for Hostage Week on the Grif- 
fin Show, ten were on “Good Morning, 
America” (just nosing out “Today,” with 
nine), and seven were on ‘Dinah.’ Don- 
ahue drew only five hostages, but he land- 
ed 39 hostage mothers, a landslide record 


in TV talk-show programming. 

They were on Carson more often than 
Robert Blake and David Brenner com- 
bined—at one point, more often than Car- 
son himself. Bruce Laingen actually guest- 
hosted one show; his guests were Cyrus 
Vance and Charo. (Carson leads the hos- 
lage-derby with 48—still short of the cov- 
eted 52 sweep. But, says one NBC hefty, 
“Sooner or later, Johnny gets every- 
body.") 

Then came the game shows, which 
eventually racked up some 281 hostage 
appearances. The handful who eschewed 
them were more than offset by those who 
hit a dozen or so shows each, where they 
rang up a grand total of $319,664 in prizes 
and cash. Working solo, #29 nicked 
“Wheel of Fortune," “Tic Tac Dough,” 
“Password,” and “Match Game"’ for 
more than sixty thou. In rotation, hostages 
appeared on “Hollywood Squares” long- 
er than Wally Cox had. (Several have 
since become game- and talk-show reg- 
ulars, owing to successful careers as 
singers, writers, dancers, actors, or just 
“personalities,"’) 

This peaked with the mega-hyped 
“Family Feud Hostage-Elimination Tour- 
nament,’’ a kind of game-show Wimble- 
don that ran for six weeks and culminated 
in the gala, star-studded, 90-minute, 
prime-time ‘Hostage Superbowl" be- 
tween the finalisis—#8's mother, aunt, 
and two cousins versus #45's wife, 
brother, and two sons—which the #8s 
won in a stunning come-from-behind fin- 
ish by correctly guessing the three most 
frequent completions of the sentence “‘Ira- 
nian students make me want to .. ."" (An- 
swers: puke, housebreak my dog on the 
Koran, become secretary of defense.) 

Then came the sitcoms and dramatic 
series, where they did more guest-shots 
than pro athletes. Most simply appeared 
as themselves, and even the talented few 
who tackled real acting roles were gener- 
ally typecast: escaped prisoner (‘Barney 
Miller’), escaped moonshiner (‘Sheriff 
Lobo"), escaped journalist ("Lou Grant’’), 
escaped pervert (‘‘Soap"’), escaped em- 
bezzler (“Dallas”), World War Two hos- 
lage (“Waltons”), Korean War hostage 
("M.A.S.H."), space-hostage (‘Buck 
Rogers"), or hostage-taker ("WKRP"’), 

They were also smashola on the day- 
time soaps; 24 of them made appear- 
ances ranging from cameos to recurring 
parts, including nine divorcées, six adul- 
lerers, a drunken priest, two amnesiacs, 
and seven ex-cons. The favorite shows 
were, appropriately, "Days of Our Lives," 
“One Life to Live," and "Search for To- 
morrow.” 

Despite the often sordid nature of their 
roles (a flasher on “Three's Company," a 
snuff-film maker on ‘Vega$," etc.), three 
of the hostages went on to become cast 
on network shows ("‘Flo,”” 
trat's Incredible!) 

At least nine sitcom pilots on hostage 
themes were produced, several starring 
actual hostages. Among these. interest- 


Seven & Seven. 
Sounds so good you can taste it. 


Seagram's 7 and 7UPs over lots of ice. Crisp. Icy. Delightful. 
And if you think it sounds good, wait until you taste it. Enjoy our quality in moderation. 


seantarys 


et 


z 

af 

EH Re 

Bs Shee nyt et 

=f 

i 

: 

; 

a: Seagram's 7 Crown 
Where quality drinks begin. 


ingly, Norman Lear's "Mushroom Inn,” 
Mary Tyler Moore’s “Iran, You Ran, We 
All Ran from Tehran," and Garry Mar- 
shall's “'Wha'd Ayatollah You?" all 
flopped; but Chuck Barris's “Just Don't 
Tell Them I'm Jewish" (with Gabe Kaplan 
as Jerry Plotkin) has, like ““M.A.S.H.,"" run 
longer than the event it was originally 
based on. 

(Ironically, #38, who lost out to Kaplan 
when the show was cast, now works the 
Nevada casino circuit as a successful 
stand-up comic, under the name Martin 
Mullah.) 

Docu-dramas re-creating the hostage 
crisis were only produced by everyone 
who could—CBS, NBC, ABC, BBC. PBS, 
Hallmark, Susskind, Disney, Dick Clark, 
don't ask. Alas, much of this was hastily 
done and ill-advised dreck. Bruce Laingen 
alone was played by McLean Stevenson, 
Robert Conrad, Andy Griffith, David Hart- 
man, and Dick Van Dyke. 

The roles of the two women were the 
year's prize plums and exacted rave per- 
formances from Tomlin/Burstyn and Red- 
grave/Burnett (Carol), but critics rightly 
assailed the musical version’s team of 
Ronstadt/Osmond (with Neil Diamond as 
Laingen). 

To its credit, though, television reward- 
ed the hostages with five Emmys: two as 
a group, for their performance as captives 
(Best Continuing News Story) and upon 
release (Best Breaking News Story); and 
three to individuals, for Best Performance 

- under Armed Guard (Male and Female) 
and Best Comedy Performance, Single 
Episode, for # 11's portrayal of a Shiite fa- 
natic on “Love Boat.” 

The hostage angle was soon so ex- 
hausted by television that no sane film- 
maker would touch it, That left Robert 
Altman. His Gnashville received tepid no- 
tices—especially the casting of Bruce 
Dern as Bani-Sadr—but also two surprise 
Oscar nominations, for Best Supporting 
Actor (Henry Fonda as the Ayatollah) and 
Best Song (‘I Right the Wrongs” by Barry 
Manilow). 

And if you didn’t see them on the tube, 
you invariably saw them in person. Hos- 
tages were veritable fixtures at patriotic 
gatherings, holiday observances, club 
luncheons, dedications, memorials, and 
conventions. No major sporting event 
could transpire without a hostage on hand 
to kick things off ceremoniously, and not 
just big-time sports like football, baseball, 
bowling, golf, etc., but logrolling, frog 
jumping, pie eating, whistling, spitting, 
and every other type of contest. They 
judged every beauty pageant from Miss 
America to Miss Decorator Floor Tile, 
They reigned at the Mardi Gras, Tourna- 
ment of Roses parade, Indy 500, and all 
50 state fairs. 

Not only did we see them everywhere, 
but also we heard them everywhere. Fully 
21 of them signed recording contracts, re- 
sulting in 16 albums and 28 singles, from 
barbershop quartet to punk rock. No less 
than eight of these went gold—three 
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shipped platinum—including Songs That 
Kept Our Spirits Up by the two women, 
Dinner Music for an Ass-Chewing by four 
of the marines, and the chart-busting # 17 
Meets Waylon & Willie, which captured the 
Grammy for Best New Performer and fea- 
tured the year's top-selling single, “Take 
This Shah and Shove Him.” 

(This doesn’t even count the flood of 
songs about the 52, recorded by every- 
one from Sinatra to Miss Piggy; there were 
91 disco singles alone.) 

Inevitably, all this sudden glamour, sta- 
tus, and fortune resulted in the now-famil- 
iar swarms of “hossies,”’ or hostage 
groupies. Humping-a-hostage so over- 
whelmingly trumped all other sexual con- 
quests that the hostages could scarcely 
leave home without being accosted by 
pulsating ingenues, seductively cooing, 
“You've seen fran; let me show you the 
rest of the world,”’ or “I'll make you for- 
get,” or “Want to make up for lost time?" 
For married hostages the outcomes were 
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variously tragic, comic, euphoric, or mis- 
demeanors. For the single males, howev- 
er, it was like being transformed into 
Warren Beatty. 

As #25 sighed with fatigue to Rona 
Barrett: "When | got back, | figured | was 
four hundred fifty shots behind in my sex 
Six months later, | was a hundred eighty- 
four ahead. Allah is great." Even more 
pointed was the line attributed to #40: 
“Before tran, the local chicks all thought 
| was a creep, Now | get more pussy than 
the ASPCA.”" 

There was, of course, a seamy side to 
all this celebrity. Overexposure to the hos- 
tages soon became familiarity, which 
bred, if not contempt, at least a healthy lit- 
ter of divorce and wife-beating rumors and 
moments of muckraking greatness in the 
scandal-sheet trade: “#49 Nails Babies 
to Walis!"’ and "* # 15 Boasts: ‘I Like to Kill 
Dolphins!" " By innuendo and implication, 
7 were accused of homosexuality, 19 of 
adultery, 5 of child abuse, 1 of cannibal- 
ism, and virtually all of cocaine trafficking. 
Geraldo Rivera did a two-hour exposé 
about their alleged misuses of medica- 
tions and alcohol, titled “Overdose of 
Freedom?” 


But these were minor drawbacks in light 
of their copious new incomes, which were 
embellished by the fact that they seldom 
had to pay for anything they desired. 
Along with lifetime passes to every known 
sports event, concert, play, movie theater, 
airline, amusement park, tourist spa, ho- 
tel, nightclub, golf course, ski lift, car rent- 
al, and even several cathouses, they got 
hostage discounts covering the spectrum 
from McDonald's (free beverage with 
each Big Mac) to est (get It, 50 percent 
off). 

Hostage freebies became a cultural 
craze and engulfed the Fab 52 in a torrent 
of goods: coal, insurance, raincoats, 
lawnmowers, booze, paint, pet food, pets, 
burial plots, water skis, Sheetrock, wheel- 
chairs, hot tubs, water beds, birdbaths, 
frozen pizzas, unicycles, toaster ovens, 
storm windows, bidets, earmuffs, garage- 
door openers, vibrators; the list is yards 


long. 

And if not goods, then services; AA 
counseling, tax accounting, massage, 
root-canal work, trailer-hitch installation, 
VD checkups, Rolfing, Roto-Rooting, hyp- 
nosis, sex therapy, chiropractic, and in- 
structions in everything from tennis to tap 
dancing to bondage and domination. An 
lowa entrepreneur who had made millions 
overnight from an early plunge into yellow- 
ribbon futures presented all hostage off- 
spring with scholarships to Oral Roberts 
University. 

Too often, these "gifts" were exploited 
later for advertising purposes. Time fol- 
lowed its lifetime subscriptions with an ad 
campaign declaring: “When you're 
starved for news, read the magazine they 
read... ."" (Even this magazine couldn't 
resist: “After 444 days of celibacy, aman 
wants serious stimulation. . . ."’) 

America's adoration for the hostages 
was surpassed only by its zeal to make a 
buck off them. When the adult market was 
saturated, we turned to the kids. There 
were hostage comic books, toys, skate- 
boards—even bubble gum cards featur- 
ing each hostage singly, highlights of the 
444 days, and events surrounding their 
seizure and release. Some are now col- 
lectors’ items, such as "#18 arrives 
home to find that neighbors have complet- 
ed work on his screened-in patio" and 
“On his ninth day in solitary, #50 happily 
recalls that he owes $6,500 to Mustfhazi 
Savings & Loan.” 

One smart hostage invented a game 
called “Hostage,” which sold so briskly 
that it was succeeded by “' 
sion," “Canadian Gambit,” 
tion,” and “Keep The Goddamn Money.” 
And “Asteroid” was quickly eclipsed as 
the fave-rave electronic video game by 
“Return to Tehran,” in which the player at- 
tempts to guide a “'B-52"" blip through de- 
fensive missiles and interceptors to nuke 
‘Guess Who. 

Naturally, none of this was lost on the 
hostages themselves. It wasn't long be- 
fore the first attempt at incorporation—to 
control, license, and market their image, 


story, and talents—was announced by 
#3. At the press conference he cleverly 
paraphrased a statement made by a 
member of the /ast group whose arrival in 
America set off a mania in the country’s 
conservative Bible Belt: “'Let’s face it," he 
said, smiling. "We're more popular than 
Mohammed." 

Alas, conflicting individual interests 
produced three divided factions and a 
nasty legal battle over the matter of rep- 
resentation. Only through the tireless ar- 
bitration of six of the Algerians who had 
negotiated their release were the con- 
tending groups unified under the parent 
corporation, which is called HostCo (wag- 
gishly known as ‘Mushroom Inc."’), with 
such divisions as Captive Records, Hold- 
out Publishing, ''444"' Clothing, Embassy 
Products, and Mushroom Inn Lodges and 
Restaurants. HostCo stock currently lists 
at 714%. 

The endorsement income by itself left 
them all financially secure for life, as their 
names and visages were lent to every 
imaginable commodity. They appeared 
on billboards and cereal boxes beyond 
tabulation; they were centerpieces in ad 
campaigns for cosmetics, cigarettes, |i- 
quor, fashions, automobiles, electronic 
appliances, mutual funds, ad promotum. 
Before long there were Hostage” brands 
of wine, candy, sporting goods, tooth- 
paste, and even the Hostageburger fast- 
food chain. 

Then #25 endorsed Ramses condoms 
after his interview with Rona, and #15 
spoke candidly in commercials for Prep- 
aration H. Hostage #51 replaced Karl 
Malden for American Express: “You've 
been seized as a spy by terrorist fanat- 
ics—what will you do .. .?"; #29 pitched 
‘soap: "When you've gone almost a year 
without bathing, you want something that 
doesn't screw around"; and #6 hustled 
shampoo: “‘It washed Iran right out of my 
hair." 

Soon # 18 extolled beer: “You've been 
degraded, demoralized, tortured, and so- 
ber in the desert for fifteen months. Now, 
it's Miller time!""; and #33 did commer- 
cials for Mobil: “If American know-how 
could free me from Iran's clutches, it can 
free us from OPEC's. Meanwhile, #10 
founded a singles’ dating service with the 
slogan “Troubled by loneliness? See an 
indisputable expert!" 

Others became high-paid political lob- 
byists for the American Medical Associ- 
ation, National Rifle Association, Girl 
Scouts, Sierra Club, and Iraq. 

Since they'd become household words 
(or numbers), it was almost predictable 
that some would succumb to the classic 
lure of American popularity that had at- 
tracted so many performers, sports he- 
roes, newsmakers, and astronauts before 
them: politics. Indeed, a whopping 28 
hostages ran for elective office within two 
years of their return. Most were content to 
seek such modest situations as council- 
man, police chief, or mayor, but five ran 
for the U.S. Senate, ten for the House, and 


adozen for statewide positions—obvious- 
ly with sound judgment, since a remark- 
able total of 22 were elected. Among 
those still in office are three senators, five 
congressmen, two governors, an assem- 
bly speaker, and an appellate court 
judge—a hard-liner, ironically. 

In retrospect, they clearly had a mas- 
sive political edge. The Supreme Court 
tuling allowing them to list themselves on 
ballots as "'Ex-torture victim,”’ the impact 
of yellow-ribboned precinct workers, and 
campaign-slogans that variously ex- 
pressed the theme “You know he won't 
take bribes from Arabs!" were too much 
for all but a handful of opponents. 

Overall, however, the vast largesse 
reaped by the 52 was hardly without its 
price. The laser intensity of the public 
‘spotlight burned out a number of them, in- 
flicting several with bouts of lingering de- 
pression, alcoholism, drug abuse, and 
emotional instability. Sudden fame and 
life-style changes ended a dozen mar- 
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riages. At least three became overt homo- 
‘sexuals (the rumors about #19 and #37 
were true); another, a known pimp. One 
was busted for statutory rape, but charges 
were dropped when he claimed that after 
15 months, he'd forgotien what a 14-year- 
old girl looked like. 

There were sordid episodes: #7 was 
found, looped on LSD, gluing chickens to 
car hoods in a Sears parking lot, and #49 
caused a mild stir by getting drunk and 
stealing a tank from a National Guard ar- 
mory. But nothing rivaled the scene cre- 
ated when #22, riding as grand marshall 
in the Tournament of Roses parade, tore 
off his clothes and ran nude for six blocks 
down Colorado Boulevard, with a pig un- 
der one arm and a bust of Brzezinski un- 
der the other—iive on all three networks. 
(In a brilliant PR maneuver, the parade 
committee averted a public outcry by in- 
geniously awarding him the "Best Use of 
Theme” trophy. This drew some criticism, 
but that year's theme was ‘Freedom Of 
Expression." And as Lorne Green stam- 
mered to the audience, "He must be trying 
to tell us something."*) 

Itis not surprising that almost one-fourth 
of the 52 eventually retreated into delib- 


erate anonymity or even hiding. Today 
nine have no phones, seven live in re- 
mote villages of under 500 population, 
and ten have left the country (four to Can- 
ada, one to Germany, three to Peru, and 
two to Iraq—as mercenaries). Three 
have dropped from sight altogether, and 
#21, after cohosting ‘Real People’ for 
six weeks, simply wandered off into the 
Tehachapis. 

Another “‘victim'’ of Hostagemania was 
the yellow ribbon. Originally a symbol of 
American grit, determination, and pride, it 
finally inundated the country beyond hu- 
man tolerance—emblazoned on towels, 
cars, toilet paper, Lacoste shirts, ad revul- 
sum—until the general public thoroughly 
detested it. It became the Happy Face of 
the 1980s. Almost overnight it came to 
stand for everything overdone, excessive, 
and commercialized. Nobody would be 
caught dead with a yellow-ribbonied any- 
thing. Products gathered cobwebs; late in- 
vestors were washed out. 

Perhaps the last straw (or spool) was 
the unconfirmed report that #38 had tried 
to hang himself with yellow ribbon, Two 
Prominent sociologists have written 
lengthy books attempting to explain the 
phenomenon of abrupt cultural rejection 
called The Yellow Ribbon Syndrome— 
with very little success. In any case, the 
public bonfires of yellow-ribbon merchan- 
dise and Tony Orlando's departure from 
show business for the priesthood are re- 
minders of the whiplash. 

While there's no disputing the real and 
grueling physical-emotional damage done 
to them during the crisis, still, the renown 
and wealth that rained down after their re- 
turn was compensation beyond most 
dreams. Over half are multimillionaires. All 
told, they account for 88 corporate direc- 
torships (and four presidencies) and 25 
major elective offices; they include a cabi- 
net member (interior), an ambassador (Is- 
rael), a general, and assorted judges, 
performing stars, college professors, and 
best-sellina authors. As Jimmy Breslin 
noted: “The track record compiled by 
Tehran, Class of '81, puts to shame the 
best crops ever produced by Harvard and 
Yale.” (In a nationwide poll, medical stu- 
dents voted 13,884 to 103 thal, given the 
results, they'd rather spend a year as hos- 
tages than as interns ) 

None of the 52 is actually grateful for the 
ordeal, but many openly admit they don't 
fully regret it, either. Says #14: “All in all, 
Probably the best thing that ever hap- 
pened to me," and #20: ‘Aside from the 
Celibacy, it was 15 months well spent." 
Says #52: “Hell, | was married for two 
years, and that cos! me money!’ And 
#35, now a six-figure network newsman, 
still sends the Ayatollah a Christmas card 
each year. 

Perhaps #4, now a “meditative re- 
cluse” on Martinique, puts it best as he 
grins at you over the thigh of a former Miss 
Utah, raises a planters punch, and says, 
“Kismet.” 

Kismet is Arabic. |t means “fate."O+-_, 
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THE POLITICS OF 


CANCER 


PART EIGHT 


The government's cancer-fighting 
agency is a wasteful, sprawling, 44-year-old 
bureaucracy that spends more 
than $1 billion a year with no results. 


THE 
NATIONAL CANCER 
INSTITUTE 


Bethesda, Md., is the home of the National Institutes of Health. Here, on some 300 
acres of woodland carved out of the gently ralling countryside and within shouting dis- 
tance of Capitol Hill, are 15 institutes, one for each of the major diseases thal threaten 
humanity. Building 31 houses the NIH’s oldest and largest component, the National 
Cancer Institute, devoted to curing the most dreaded disease of them all 

The government's belief that disease can best be attacked and defeated by the cre. 
ation of health bureaucracies can be traced back to 1879, when Congress authorized 
the National Board of Health. As described in the 1980 Almanac of the National institutes 
of Health. "Itrepresented the first organized, comprehensive, national medical research 
effort of the federal government.’’ Cancer, however. was not one of its concerns 

The first federal effort to fight cancer came in 1922, when the Special Cancer In. 
vestigations | aboratory at Harvard Medical Schoo! was authorized by another health 
bureaucracy, the Public Health Service. It was, to put it mildly, a meager beginning 
By 1927 the cancer laboratory had a budget of only $30,000: nonetheless, the group 
of pioneers in cancer research who worked there fostered the idea thal a national com: 
mitment was needed to defeat cancer. The result of their efforts came on July 23, 1937. 
when Congress passed the National Cancer Act and established the National Cancer 
Institute. Its mandate was to “educate physicians and citizens, improve and expand 
Clinical cancer services, and to conduct continuous research 

Approximately 120,000 Americans died that year from cancer. This year the disease 
will take 400,000 more lives in this country. This terrible human suffering is not the 
only price we have had to pay for the NCI's failure to defeat cancer: the annual NCI 
budget has grown from $400,000 in 1938 to more than $1 billion in 1980. Why has 
it cost us so much for nothing? 

The answer lies in the tangled structure of the NC! itself. The National Cancer Institute 
has five divisions—Cause and Prevention, Biology and Diagnosis, Ireatment, Research 
Resources and Centers, and Control and Rehabilitation. Each is run by a deputy di 
rector. The entire complex is administered by an overall director, who is appointed 
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by the president of the United States. 

In theory, the cancer agency's activities 
are to be monitored by the president. Ihe 
practical, day-to-day responsibility for 
overseeing the NCI practices falls on the 
National Institutes of Health and the De- 
partment of Health and Human Services 
(tormerly the Department of Health, Edu- 
cation. and Welfare). But the real power 
that controls the NCI's millions of dollars 
rests in the hands of the agency's 25 or 
so advisory groups. 

These advisory bodies are supposed 10 
review and approve all agency grants and 
contracts in excess of $35,000. As more 
than 80 percent of NCI spending goes to 
grants and contracts outside of the insti- 
tute, the advisory groups have a para- 
mount role in deciding how and where the 
war against cancer will be waged. 

The most important of the NCI's adviso- 
ty groups is the National Cancer Advisory 
Board (NCAB). NCAB members, approxi- 
mately 15 in number, are selected and 
named to the board for six-year terms by 
the president of the Linited States The 
NCAB is usually dominated by members 
from America's most prestigious universi- 
ties, hospitals, and drug companies. Re- 
cently, however, there has been some 
token representation from consumer and 
labor groups. The NCAB is responsible for 
reviewing and approving all NCI grants in 
excess of $35,000. To illustrate the impor- 
tance of this task, one only has to note that 
in 1979 the NCI awarded $474.6 million 
in grants. 

There was little monitoring of this sys- 


tem by government agencies until the end 
of 1976, when Rep. David Obey from Wis- 
consin became concerned with the NCI's 
performance in cancer prevention. He 
had reason to believe that the NCI's pro- 
gram to determine whether or not hun- 
dreds of commonly used chemicals cause 
cancer was in shambles, and he sounded 
the alarm. This touched off a series of con- 
gressional investigations into all aspects 
of the NCI's activities, and it led to the dis- 
closure of potential conflicts of interest 
among NCI advisory-board members and 
the agency's contract and grant recipi- 
ents. In 1978, in an audit report to Con- 
gress, the General Accounting Office 
reported that serious problems did indeed 
exist within the NCI. The following excerpt 
from the report gives one an idea of how 
the NCI is spending a billion tax dollars a 
year: 

“The contractor [in this instance the 
University of Nebraska's Eppley Institute 
for Cancer Research in Omaha, which 
conducts millions of dollars in chemical 
tests on animals for the NCI] did not fulfill 
reporting obligations under the contract. 
In another instance, information was not 
available to show whether a contract ob- 
ligation for level ot etfort had been met. 

“Institute [NCI] officials were not famil- 
iar with the contents of progress reports 
or papers published on the results of proj 
ects carried out under the contract. While 
they could recite some achievements, 
they said that the value of what had been 
done under the contract was intangible 
and therefore not capable of being equat- 
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ed with the money spent." The Eppley In- 
Stitute had received more than $12 million 
from the NGI during the audited period. 

In a report from the comptroller of the 
United States to Representative Obey, 
dated February 10, 1978, pages of exam- 
ples supported the above statement and 
concluded that the NCI had failed to ad- 
minister the Eppley Institute contract 
diligently. The NCI short-circuited or sim- 
ply ignored government procedures in 
awarding and monitoring Eppley's con- 
tract. For example, the NCI's practice of 
reviewing Eppley’s performances by in- 
formal or ad hoc committees violated the 
requirement for a “technical review by a 
standing committee." The result, the GAO 
stated, provided “weak justification" for 
continual awarding of noncompetitive 
contracts to the Eppley Institute, 

Soon after the GAO issued its report, 
the Department of Health, Education, and 
Welfare made public the results of an audit 
conducted by its Kansas City office, It con- 
firmed the GAO's criticisms of the NCI-Ep- 
pley contracts since 1973. and in many 
instances it quantified the negative find- 
ings of the GAO: 

*The NCI paid the Eppley institute 
$394,000 for unapproved projects. “The 
NCI project officer said that he could not 
recall having approved these projects el- 
ther verbally or otherwise." 

The sum of $716,876 ‘was inappro- 
Priately charged to the contract for sup- 
port services provided to Industrial 
projects ($418,178) and National Insti- 
tutes of Health (NIH) grants ($298,698)."" 

"Eppley Institute had not established 
an acceptable labor distribution system in 
accordance wtih Federal Management 
Circular 73-8. As a result we cannot ex- 
press an opinion concerning the accuracy 
or validity of about $7.1 million in recorded 
direct labor charges.” 

In February 1978 Joseph Califano, then 
secretary of health, education, and wel- 
fare, responded to these allegations by or- 
dering a “top-to-bottom investigation’ by 
his inspector-general staff into charges of 
missing or stolen government equipment, 
failure to complete contract work, in- 
creased fees with no increase in work. pri- 
vate industry projects completed with 
government funds and equipment, and 
possible conflicts of interest involving Ep- 
Pley’s director, Dr. Philippe Shubik. 

The Eppley Institute was not considered 
a major research center until 1968, the 
year Dr. Shubik, an acknowledged expert 
in chemical carcinogenesis, arrived with 
his staff from Chicago Medical School. 
From 1968 until 1979 the Eppley institute 
received more than $22 million from the 
NCI, largely on the strength of Shubik's 
membership on the influential NCAB and 
his having become a chief NCI adviser on 
environmental cancer. NCI officials agree 
that it was primarily because of Shubik 
that millions of dollars flowed from Bethes- 
da to Omaha. 

But the money, as vast as the sums 


were, did not come only fr from public cof- 
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@ / like to tempt 
my lover with outrageous, 


tantalizing outfits, 

then invent all sorts of sex 
games—the kind 

where we both win! ® 
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slovakiar 
declares 

If that's 
Who 
sie 


I'm half-Mexican, half-Cz: 
arnian, 
nelle Bauer 


I'm glad 


and completely 
Pet of the Month Mi 
an unusual mixture, 
wants to be ordinary?” With her su 
36-24-36-inch figure and sensuous face, 
Michelle couldn't be. even if she tried 


The one thing I'l never try.” she says, "is 
contormity One of my ancestors on my 
mot 's side was the famous Mexican 
revolutionary Emiliano Zapata, and | in 


tend to carry on his tradition. Infact, |con 
sider posing for Penthouse my personal 


contribution to the sexual revolution 


| think sexual freedom |s a great cause. 
because it's peaceful, pleasurable, and 
destined to succeed!” Our Pet's revolu 
tionary spirit is matched only by her ro. 
mantic nature, “| was thrilled to find out 
that I'd be posing in Grand Island Man 
sion on the outskirts of Sacramento, es 
pecially when | learned it had once been 
a favorite rendezvous f 
Stanley Gardner and Jean Harlow 


for people like Erle 
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This house is the perfect 
setting for me, especially 
since | adore the idea of se- 
Cret trysts and dream of be: 
coming both an actress and 
a writer someday 
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Like most aspiring authors, Michelle has _ cially Ray Bradbury. | once read a story 
her own personal heroes and role mode 'd written for Omni magazine, in fact, and 
| love all kinds of science fiction, espe 2ally got hooked on him 
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One of Michelle's favorite, if not more original, sex 
fantasies came true last spring, “My boyfriend sus- 
pended a large basket chair from a rope, then 
twirled it tight and put me inside it. The seat had a 
big hole in the middle, and my bottom poked 
through. When he lowered the basket—and me— 
down onto him and then let go, | started spinning 
round and round and round and round 


94 PENTHOUSE 


The sensation drove me totally crazy—and turned 
my boyfriend into a basket case!" Our Pet also en: 
joys taking the initiative in bed. “I like to dress up in 
outrageously tantalizing outfits to tempt my lover 
with, then! try toinvent all sorts of little sex games 

the kind where we both win! 
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Also, I'm an avid hiker. | love to go exploring in the 
mountains around L A. with my boyfriend. One time 

e made love on a hillside in broad daylight, out in 
the wide-open spaces. | felt as if we were ona stage 
and the whole world was watching. It was an incred: 
ibly moving feeling . . incredibly "O+—y 


MUDD CLUB 


CONTINUED FROM PAGE 71 


‘ered shelf paper. “Yeah,” she shrugs, “who 
else would let him in?” As she speaks, 
young Frankenstein and a ghoulish girl 
with a problem complexion disappear into 
the upstairs bathroom. When they come 
‘out, ten minutes later, they're disheveled 
and have funny stains on their clothes. It 
seems that they were in there making a 
Rosemary's baby. 

“Yeah, people fuck in the bathroom all 
the time here,” confirms a talkative punk. 
“One time a famous cover girl made it in 
there with her manager-boyfriend, and the 
next night someone barred the door while 
a guy and a chick had role-reversal sex 
with the help of a dildo. Naturally,” he 
adds, as if it goes without saying, "two 
guys go in there all the time for quickies. 
They used to do it mostly in the men’s 
room,” he adds, “but they finally took over 
the ladies’ room. too. because it had a mir- 
for they could watch themselves in.” 

“Wouldn't it be better to go home and 
make love there, with just a cockroach or 
two looking on?” The boy turned to the 
hopelessly romantic 32-year-old inquiring 
reporter as if he were addressing an old 
codger and replied: "Nah...screwing is re 
ally boring, lan Dury sings a song called 
“Sex and Drugs and Rock & Roll’; only he’s 
got the order backward, | mean, it's just 
Stick it in, pull it out, over and over. As Sid 
Vicious said, ‘Sex is hardly worth pulling 
down my pants for.’ People fuck in the 
bathroom so that they can get it out of the 
way and get back out here, to tind some 
real entertainment.” 


COME AS YOU ARENT 
During the Mudd Club's first flush of popu- 
larity in 1979, Maas staged campy, lovingly 
executed motif parties, usually making 
some bemused social comment. At a 


Mother's Day party, everyone came 
dressed either as Joan Crawlord or—in 
pinafores and Band-Aids—as Mommy's 
battered dearests. For D-Day, Maas 
dressed up in army fatigues and walkie- 
talkie and carried a baton. Those attend- 
ing, also dressed in military gear, were 
urged by a woman in a Nurse Ratchet uni- 
form to “turn the other cheek! Step right 
this way and take your proctology exam!" 
Acrazed Queens girl in a black kamikaze 
T-shirt, storm boots, aviator goggles, and a 
whip stalked around shouting, "What's the 
difference between a Jew and a pizza? 
Answer: pizzas don't scream when you 
throw them in the oven!” 

Perhaps the sickest and most morbid 
much-ado-about-very-little was an elab- 
orate funeral party for dead rock stars. 
commemorating the OD'd likes of Elvis, 
Sid Vicious, Mama Cass, and Jim Morri- 
‘son. Mourners came obediently dressed 
in basic black or as their favorite departed 
musician, Open caskets held likenesses of 
the Loved Ones. There were funeral 
wreaths saying it with flowers and elabo- 
rate conceptual-art shrines upstairs, 
solemnly visited by bereaved fans. One 
gnet-stricken girl broke down while kneel- 
ing worshipfully before an Elvis Presley 
mannequin. oblivious of the fact that the 
dummy’s face looked more like the alive- 
and-kicking Mick Jagger. 

Some of the tuneral-goers found the 
scene less than the giggle it was intended 
to be. "Even a make-believe funeral is a 
downer,"groaned one man, though most 
mourners perked up when the floor show 
Started. Marilyn, a punk singer dressed as 
the Angel of Death and clutching a huge 
hourglass, belted out a song called "Sex 
Means Nothing When You're Dead.” (‘It 
means nothing when you're alive,” 
groused the lady reporter, still mourning a 
different loss.) One wag in the packed 
crowd of onlookers pulled out his reasona- 
bly stiff male member, tied with a reverent 
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slim, black ribbon, hoping to impress his 
date. “This,” he said, smiling, “is still alive 
and well." She doused it with her beer 
sending it to a petite mort. 

As the mourners filed slowly in behind a 
coffin carried by waxy-faced, greasy- 
haired pallbearers, one flagrantly hand- 
some writer groaned, “God! Talk about 
gene pools! These people must come 
from a gene swamp! They all look dead al 
ready!" Most Mudd Clubbers would con- 
sider that a compliment, since punk cul- 
ture is obsessed with the big "D." If Fran 
Lebowitz sees sleep as “death without the 
responsibility,” punks seem to view death 
as /ife without the responsibility. Bored with 
Sex, rugs, and rock ‘Nn roll, and potty- 
trained on assassinations, they seem to re- 
alize that even though nothing is sacred 
anymore, maybe death, at least, can be a 
religious experience, 

Lately, such celebrations have been re- 
Placed by regular exhibits al the club's 
new fourth-floor art gallery, which show- 
cases artists who are, as one wag put it, 
“either way ahead of their time or else to- 
tally out of their mind.” Experimental video 
performances have also become com- 
monplace, and on salon nights (open only 
to members) there are special video show- 
ings and live performances. A recent 
smash hit was singer Carol London's 
send-up of the Vegas piano cocktail 
lounge culture. During her breaks the 
Mudd Club's DJ played recorded sound 
tracks from hit television shows. 


HOLLYWOOD SQUARES 

Like most controversial hot spots, the 
Mudd Club has been visited at least once 
by nearly every celebrity hipper than Pat 
Boone. Maria Schneider, drunk and disor- 
derly, disappeared into the legendary 
bathroom with some friends and staged a 
rendition of "kiss the girls and make them 
cry,” Anita Pallenberg, the once peerlessly 
beautiful Rolling Stone moll, staggered in 
falling-down drunk and weighing 200 
pounds, The handsome young man she 
was with turned out to be the 17-year-old 
found shot in her bed a few weeks later: for 
once, a Mudd Clubber got his morbid 
wish. 

Most celebrities, though, don't stay long 
enough to form any real judgment. Diana 
Ross breezed in early one morning, furred 
and sequined, and was so repulsed that 
she left, as one witness tells it, “without 
even taking a Wiz.” Syivester Stallone 
bumbled by to check the place out, pro- 
nounced it a dive (he should know), and 
took off. Halston and his band of merry 
men strode imperiously upstairs and un- 
wittingly dispossessed some regulars of 
their favorite rickety booth, “We got rid of 
them, though,” reported one of them glee- 
fully “We shook their seats and hooted at 
‘em and threw gum at ‘em until they finally 
split.” A fairly ineffectual form of social pro- 
test compared with Kent State, albeit stick- 
ier. If you're looking to start a revolution, 
maybe the Mudd Club lessonis, Don't trust 
anyone under 30.O+—3, 
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OPINON 


e should have known. Back in 1951 Ronald Reagan 

starred in a movie called Bedtime for Bonzo. The 

‘story was that Ronald Reagan was a professor of an- 

thropology at a small midwestern university. He imports a 

chimpanzee—Bonzo—from Africa for an experiment. He and 

his wife treat the chimp, Bonzo, as if he were their son. They 

hope to prove that Bonzo will feel toward them just as a dutiful 
son would feel toward his parents. 

But Bonzo misbehaves. He climbs trees. He trashes the 
house. He embarrasses Reagan in front of the town. Reagan 
is seriously annoyed. He cocks his head to the side. He bobs 
his chin up and down. “This is really bad. Bonzo." he says, 
“I'm going to have to do something about it."" 

We should have been warned, because that was a movie, 
a fantasy on celluloid about a monkey up a tree. But when he 
scolded Bonzo, Reagan had the same incredibly serious look 
on his face that he did when he appeared in front of the Con- 
gress and the nation in February and announced that the econ- 
omy was in terrible shape and he would do something drastic 
about it. 

Bonzo knew how much that look was worth. He stayed in 

the tree until Diana Lynn offered him a banana. Now we are 
BY BEN STEIN all about to learn just how much Ronald Reagan's serious 
looks mean. We are in the opening stages of one of the most 
clearly doomed efforts to salvage an economy in American 
history. It will be quite a ride, 

Let's begin with the obvious. President Reagan was basi- 
cally right when he said that the economy was in serious trou- 
a ble. For the first time since 1920, we have had two back-to- 
' __ Severn! Books cmon "NEM back years of double-digit inflation. Our major domestic 
sl agate Ae industry, automobiles, is losing $2 billion a year. Our steel is 
waetitidel. undersold by Korean imports. Most miserable of all, the av- 
erage American family is actually getting poorer. 

So President Reagan was on the right track when he said 
that the economy desperately needed some shaking up. The 


president saw that the patient was sick. But the medicine he 
BONZO prescribed is far more likely to kill the economy than to cure 
it—if ne medicine does anything at all. 


Let's get into the guts of the problem and see why Ronald 
ECONOMICS Reagan is so far off target. Our fundamental economic prob- 
lem in America is inflation, Almost all our other problems flow 


from ever-rising prices, going up faster than people's incomes, 

Alas, President Reagan, despite his obvious intelligence, 
simply has not grasped the basic truth about inflation. In his 
February speech he blamed inflation on large government 
deficits (a complete irrelevance unless the deficit is financed 
with government money) and on government regulations (an- 
other bizarre irrelevance—the Soviet Union has the most reg- 
ulated society on earth and zero inflation). Once President 
Reagan slarted from not understanding where inflation comes 
from, he was bound to miss how to stop it. The cause of in- 
flation is elementary: too much money chasing too few goods. 

The cure is no mystery. It has been invoked in America, in 
Germany, in France. Everywhere inflation has been stopped, 
the stopping always happens the same way: the government 
reins in the supply of money. For a time there is hardship in 
the economy as the society gets accustomed to having less 
money around. But after a suitable interval of mortification, the 
society gets thin and healthy. 

There Is no uncertainty about the effectiveness of this cure. 
It always works. Why don't we try it? 
The answer is simple. People hate to suffer. So do nations. 


Bruce Ayres 


The author, a. columnist forthe 
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Once Ronald Reagan has scowled and 
threatened and turned out to be only 
whistling in the dark, will the chimp ever 
believe him again? Will the nation?® 


If someone appears and tells the nation that we can tax-cut 
our way out of inflation, that we can get thin without suffering, 
have price stability without monetary stringency, we jump at 
the idea. That is where ‘supply-side economics’ and Ronald 
Reagan come in. Supply-side economics is the Ayds candy 
of the economic world, It promises beauty and svelte figures 
from the fiscal equivalent of eating candy—tax cuts. 

To be fair, the supply siders have assembled a seductive 
case. Two of their number, Professors Arthur Laffer and Robert 
Mundell, developed something called the Laffer-Mundell 
curve. This curve purports to show that government revenues 
are constant at two different points of a bell-shaped curve of 
tax rates—a high point and a far lower point. Thus, if the gov- 
ernment lowers income tax rates, there will be such a large 
increase in economic activity that the total national income will 
tise. Since the economic base will be larger, more income will 
flow from a lower rate. 

Why do lower taxes mean more economic activity? The sup- 
ply-siders, whose message was broadcast fo the intelligentsia 
by the editorial page of the Wall Street Journal, said that if tax 
tales were lowered, workers would work harder. If you let the 
worker keep more of his income, he will work harder, Similarly, 
if you let the capitalists make more of a return on their invest- 
ments; they will invest more in plants and machinery than in 
diamonds and country houses. 

In a word, if you give people more money back, they will 
work harder and produce more. The way to give them more 
money back is to lower their taxes. Less taxation equals more 
production. 

Now comes the good part, the part that led Ronald Reagan 
down the garden path. The supply-siders told Reagan that if 
he could lower income taxes by only ten percent a year for 
three years, he would get an enormous increase in production. 
it would be so large that it would alter the inflation equation. 
Instead of too much money chasing too few goods (the classic 
inflation equation), there would be too much money chasing 
{oo many goods, All that money would be soaked up by more 
goods and services 

No one would deny that there is a supply-side to economics. 
You will get more production if you lower taxes. This has been 
a part of economic science since David Ricardo’s theories in 
the eighteenth century, This problem is with magnitudes. From 
€ tax cul the size that Ronald Reagan proposed, you will get 
4 modest increase in production. To stop the inflation, we 
would need the greatest increase in production in all history 
within 18 months. Economists, such as the great statistical 
measurer of production Edward F, Denison, have figured that 
a tax cut of the magnitude of Reagan's plan will yield an in- 
crease in production of about three percent of what would stop 
inflation, In other words, it is one thirty-third as large as what 
we need. So much for supply-side. 

The next problem is that the proposed cure will, in fact, make 
the disease a great deal worse. The federal government is cur- 
rently running a budget of about $700 billion. it raises taxes 
of about $620 billion. The difference is deficit. It is financed 
by the Treasury's going out and borrowing money. Bul there 
is only a limited amount of money available to be borrowed 
(about $400 billion), 

If Ronald Reagan cuts taxes by 30 percent, as he proposed, 
he will have less tax revenue. If he raises the military budget 
by a great deal—as he has promised to do—he will have more 
expenditures in total. The result—a bigger deficit 


Next year the deficit will probably be more than $125 billion, 
according to Irwin Kellner of Manufacturers Hanover Trust 
Company. There will still be a pool of lendable funds of about 
$400 billion. If the Treasury takes $125 billion out of a total 
pool of $400 billion, there will be a shortage of money and, 
what is the same thing, the cost of money will rise (just as the 
cost of anything in great demand and short supply rises). This 
means higher prime rates, higher mortgage-interest rates, 
higher business-loan rates, higher personal-loan rates, To 
summarize, the federal government will have to borrow so 
much money to cover its deficit that other borrowers will be 
‘crowded out of the market entirely or will have to pay far higher 
interest rates. 

Two consequences can flow from that in the short run. The 
economy could slow down as businesses cannot borrow to 
expand and grow or even to keep up current production. That 
is called a recession. The second possible consequence is 
that the Federal Reserve will contemplate the credit crunch, 
take pity on borrowers, and create more money to enlarge that 
pool of lendable funds. Then the economy will become flooded 
with money to 20 feet above our heads, and the inflation will 
go roaring on faster than ever. 

President Reagan will soon face either a serious credit 
crunch or a major new outburst of inflation. His tax cut will not 
‘stop inflation. It will only enlarge the federal deficit and create 
havoc among borrowers, The result; output will fall, Instead 
of that vastly larger output that the supply-siders promised to 
Ronald Reagan. there will be much less output. 

(Reagan's advisers say that this is not so, They cite figures, 
issued by the Claremont Economic Institute in Claremont, 
Calit., proving that a tax cut will lead to the highest rise in eco- 
nomic activity in all industrial history, instant halving of the in- 
flation rate. and a generally rosy picture. When these 
“scenarios were leaked to the press on February 9, 1981, 
there was a collective gasp from the economic and financial 
community. The Claremont figures were based on nothing but 
“wishful thinking,” in the words of Steven Blitz, a respected 
economist with Data Resources, Inc., one of the blue chips 
in economic forecasting. No one else outside the Reagan inner 
circle publicly agreed with the "'scenarios."') 

One year after the Reagan-Kemp-Roth tax cuts, the econ- 
omy will, in all likelihood, have slaggeringly high interest rates, 
a drastic slowdown in economic activity, and far higher un- 
employment than we have today. How did Ronald Reagan get 
into this swamp? Smart people like Milton Friedman and Arthur 
Burns have been telling him how to stop inflation for years: 

Control the supply of money 

# Force aggregate monetary demand to fall 

@ Stop the nation’s bidders at the national auction from bid- 
ding up prices hysterically 

Ronald Reagan did not take this painful but effective cure. 
Instead, he chose to treat the patient with weird Bonzo eco- 
nomics. 

This American economy is a tough old bum, though. It will 
not die. The Reagan experiments will just make this poor old 
economy a little more sluggish, a little more inflated, a little 
harder to control. 

The real problem two years down the road for the economy 
is exactly the problem Professor Reagan faced with the chimp 
up the tree: once Ronald Reagan has scowled and threatened 
and turned out to be only whistling in the dark, will the chimp 
ever believe him again? Will the nation?O+—_ 
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One out of two Americans has seen 
a Hal Needham film. Burt Reynolds calls Hal 
Needham the best roommate in the 
world. Hal Needham has broken 42 bones 
in his body. Who is Hal Needham? 


PROFILE BY JAMES DELSON 


ith an earsplitting crash, the over- 

‘stressed arm of the gigantic boom crane 

‘gave way, toppling with its load of $100,000 

worth of movie lighting equipment onto a 

brand new Maserati sports car. Burt Reynolds, Roger 

Moore, Farrah Fawcett, Dom DeLuise, and Dean Mar- 

tin stood, frozen with the rest of the cast and crew of 

The Cannonball Run, wondering what their director, 
Hal Needham, would do. 

“| didn't have much choice," Needham says. “The 
Maserati was totaled, flatter than a pancake. After 
something like that happens, nobody is going to be at 
their best. Everyone was in shock, imagining what 
would have happened if anyone had been in the car."" 

AI Ruddy, producer of Cannonball as well as of The 
Godfather and The Longest Yard, asked Needham 
what they should do. ‘Hal looked at me with a half- 
grin and drawled, ‘Let's go get drunk.’ He walked off 
the set, and everybody followed him to the nearest bar. 
All | could think about was the five hundred thousand 
dollars it was going to cost in losing a night's shooting, 
half of it gone for one day of Burt's salary. | was really 
depressed until Needham, the son-ot-a-bitch great di- 
rector, shot two nights’ worth of footage the following 
evening, keeping us on schedule and budget.”” 

“I've never done anything half-assed in my life,” 
states Needham, the onetime sharecropper turned di- 
rector whose first four films, Smokey and the Bandit 
(1977). Hooper (1978). The Villain (1979). and Smo- 
key and the Bandit !! (1980), have collectively grossed 
a third of a billion dollars at the box office. "I've plowed 
a field all day for a quarter and jumped a rocket- 
powered pickup truck over a lake for a quarter of a 


million. I've been a paratrooper, a treetopper, a stunt- 
man, and a second-unit director. Broke forty-two 
bones making movies, including my back twice. Hight 
now I'm about the best goddamn film director in the 
business, and I'm only just getting started." 

The surprising thing about Needham's boasting is 
that his achievements tend to match his unparalleled 
ego. He was the world’s leading stuntman and stunt 
coordinator, and once he had taken up directing. his 
success was phenomenal. ‘One out of every two peo- 
ple in this country have seen one of my films," he says, 
“and Cannonball's going to bring the gross on my first 
five pictures to over half a billion doliars.”” With millions 5 
in the bank and more on the way from his hefty per- 
centages on films and other business investments, his 5 
rags-to-riches story is a living example of the American 8 
Macho Dream come true. = 


SHORT SUBJECT i 
The waiting room of Hal Needham's Los Angeles office 5 
is covered with scores of photographs displaying key § 
moments in his film career. Here he is as a young stunt- = 
man, posing awkwardly with Richard Boone on the set 2 
of “Have Gun Will Travel,” there with the stunt crew 
on location for Bandolero! And Smokey and the Bandit = 
memorabilia abound: SMOKEY license plates, Swed- 
ish and Italian posters, small pictures, big pictures. In 
places of reverence are the autographs from men 
Needham once called “’sir'* but who now stand besided 
or behind him in the ever-changing movie scene: John = 
Wayne, Kirk Douglas, James Stewart, Richard Boone, 
and a host of others, 
His private office appears fairly sedate until a wall 
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of cabinets are flung open in boyish de- 
light (a regular ritual of the 51-year-old) to 
display a videophile’s heaven in electronic 
equipment: three different videotape re- 
corders; a stereo receiver, turntable, and 
several audio tape decks; two television 
monitors; a movie screen; and even a 
complex switching box, through which he 
can transfer picture and sound from one 
machine or more to another. 

To further prove the point that good ole 
boys can function in the computer age, 
Needham demonstrates his coin-operat- 
ed Atari Space Invaders arcade game. 
“When we were on location shooting Can- 
nonball, | spent so much time playing this 
that when we got back to town Al Ruddy 
gave me one.” His fingers nimbly punch 
the control buttons, and row upon row of 
green thingies are obliterated. When he 
has wiped out the population of Mars, Ve- 
nus, and the moons of Jupiter, ne takes 
his seat behind the huge desk and talks 
about the genesis of The Cannonball Run, 

“The film's based on an actual event 
that's run every so often by a group of lu- 
natics,"" Needham says. ‘Teams of driv- 
ers race from New England to California 
by whatever routes they choose, with the 
fastest time the winning team. The char- 
acter Burt Reynolds plays in the film is 
based on my experience in driving the 
Cannonball back in 1979, when | used a 
souped-up van painted to look like an am- 
bulance to get across country.” 

Recounting his story, Needham, a one- 
time male model who has retained his 
Marlboro Man good looks, toys with the 
wealth of gold jewelry that adorns his 
neck, wrists, and fingers. (“Don’t stand 
too close to Hal,’ cautions Burt Reynolds 
“ ‘cause with all that weight hung around 
his neck he’s likely to fall over if he leans 
towards you."’) 

“See," Needham cautions, “in order to 
average over eighty miles per hour all the 
way across the country, everyone has to 
have a gimmick to get through traffic and 
past the police. | chose an ambulance, but 
in the film others dress as priests (Dean 
Martin and Sammy Davis, Jr.), some 
women use their feminine wiles to avoid 
tickets (Adrienne Barbeau), and others 
just get by on imagination (Roger Moore 
plays a man who thinks he's Roger 
Moore, AKA James Bond). It's not a com- 
petition in the usual sense, ‘cause there's 
a lot of group spirit involved,”” 

This camaraderie plays a large part in 
Needham's work, on screen and off, since 
he regards his cast and crew as one big 
team that pulls together for a common 
goal. ‘That goes for me, too," he says. 
“Shit, | don't just stand around shouting 
orders. | try to lead, same as when | was 
a platoon sergeant in the army." When he 
was'shooting The Villain in the wilds of Ar- 
izona, for example, one of the company 
trucks went off the road and got stuck in 
a mudhole. Needham was the first one 
down there, up to his hips in mud, trying 
to get the truck out. It only took half a min- 
ute for a dozen others to follow him. 
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“I make my crew know | care for them," 
he says, “and they believe in me. It's an 
esprit de corps feeling we have, which is 
why a lot of the same people work with me 
from film to film. When | call for help, every 
fucking electrician, grip, and propman 
wades into the mud and helps get the job 
done. They're the highest-paid crew in 
Hollywood, but | work their asses off." 

“I'd heard about this Needham crew sit- 
uation,” Al Ruddy recalls. “But when he 
told me what he wanted to pay his people 
to make Cannonball, | couldn't believe it. 
Nobody makes that kind of money. They 
earned it on this picture, though. Like the 
night we shot two days’ footage after the 
boom crane accident. Hal worked them till 
they were ready to drop. but they finished 
the job. They'd do anything for him. Any- 
thing! And after working on one film with 
this guy, I'm likely to say the same thing. 

“Of course you can't judge him by the 
way he dresses,’’ Ruddy continues. “The 
guy's a walking billboard for his own mov- 
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“Everybody would like to 
outfox the police or tell their 
bosses to shove their 
jobs up their asses,” says 
Hal Needham. ‘That's 
what my films are about.”” 


—_—— eS 
jes. He’s got twenty-seven pairs of jeans, 
and twenty-six of them are embroidered 
with scenes from his pictures. He's outra- 
geous, with silk shirts open to the navel, 
enough gold jewelry to open a store, and 
those jeans. But he doesn't do it to im- 
press people. It's for him.” 

“Hal never had much money until a few 
years ago," Burt Reynolds says. “So ev- 
erything he can do with itis still a novelty. 
He gave his mother a new house, a new 
car. and a set of credit cards with an un- 
limited credit line on each one. The bad 
times are behind him now, but I'm sure 
one of the reasons he wears all that gold 
is to assure himself that he’s past the pov- 
erty he grew up in.” 


NEWSREEL 
“Things were really tough for my family 
during the depression years,"" Needham 
recalls. “There was no work in the city; so. 
rather than go on welfare, my step-dad 
moved our whole family to the Arkansas 
countryside when | was six. We became 
sharecroppers so we could raise our own 
food, splitting sixty-forty with the landlord 
in exchange for a piece of land with an old 
shack on it. No electricity, gas, or indoor 


plumbing. No television, radio, or movies. 
Just the dark at night.” 

The drudgery of day-to-day life plays a 
big part in Needham's choice of subject 
matter for his films. His sole aim is to give 
his audience two hours of escapism. 
“Ninety-five percent of the people in this 
country are not happy with their jobs," he 
says. “They dread going to work; so their 
boss becomes the establishment, as do 
the police and anybody else who's telling 
them what to do. Everybody would like to 
outfox the police or tell their bosses to 
shove their jobs up their asses. That's 
what my films are about. A guy says, ‘I 
don't know if! can outrun that cop, but I'm 
going to fucking try.’ In real life people 
don't try, because they're afraid of the 
consequences, but they can live it through 
my heroes and get a Certain satisfaction 
out of it. Most directors are the establish- 
ment and make films for the establish- 
ment. But /’m the people of this country. 
Just a good ole boy making pictures for 
people who drive trucks or work on the 
line in some factory.” 

The seeds for this attitude were sown 
when his stepfather moved the family to 
‘St. Louis during the Second World War to 
work in the city’s defense plants. With little 
formal education and a wild imagination, 
Needham spent much of his free time see- 
ing films and dreaming that he could be 
like John Wayne and other war-movie he- 
roes. “| wasn't old enough to fight, but | 
was one son-of-a-bitch. | figured being in 
the war would be all right—heroic, too. I'd 
go over there and duke out them people.” 

After holding a series of jobs, Needham 
found more permanent work with a tree- 
trimming company. It gave him a chance 
to be outdoors, using his hands and nat- 
ural athletic skills, but even that grew bor- 
ing after a while. Though six or seven 
years had passed since he first dreamed 
of finding glory in the army, his attitude 
had changed very little. He quit tree trim- 
ming and joined the paratroopers to fight 
in the Korean War. “| thought, ‘That's for 
me! I'll just jump into Korea, kick ass, take 
names, and end the fucking war.’ As far 
as | was concerned, they could send ev- 
erybody else home.” 

But things didn’t work out as he had 
planned. Despite repeated efforts to get 
into combat, his company commander re- 
fused to transfer him. Trying anything to 
break the boredom and frustration of post 
duty, Needham volunteered for every 
training program the army offered, from 
heavy-weapons training to the elite Rang- 
er school. But nothing satisfied his need 
for excitement. Then he met a fellow para- 
trooper who worked in a thrill show on 
weekends and almost immediately joined 
him, doing free-falls and parachute cut- 
aways with stolen army equipment, fol- 
lowed in short order by wing walking and 
motorcycle and car stunts. Though his ex- 
perience in the thrill show was mainly an 
energy outlet at the time, it paid off years 
later when he became a stuntman. 

Finally free of the army, Needham 
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CANDID CANDICE 


year ago!saved upmy money forbus tareand 

came to Hollywood for the same reason every other girl does.” Candice Bell cheerfully admits. “to be 

in the movies! | know the odds are against me, but | think you have to approach a challenge head-on 

and just plunge right in! Also, I'm only nineteen years old, so I've got plenty of time to make my dream 

happen and lots of energy for pounding the pavement and auditioning and making contacts. Some- 
day | hope the name ‘Candice Bell’ will actually ring a bell! 
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Candice grew up in Washington. D.C., where 


she worked for a while as a Capitol Hill secre- 
tary. “But I'll never go home again,” she claims. 

Ivsa one-industry town . . . politics! And that 
can get pretty monotonous,” 
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“Alter a few flings with some of my coworkers, | 
can safely report that politics really does make 
strange bedteliows! Rock musicians are much 
better lovers. They're a lot more creative and 
have a great sense of timing! 


Candice’s creativity, she tells us, is mostly revealed in the 
outfits she concocts. "As a little girl, | loved Io play Oress: 
up. and | still do itas a big girl, Every costume reflects my 
mood: one day I'll get myself up in leather. red lipstick. 
and an oversized T-shirt , and the next day I'll scrub my 
face and put on a demure blouse and pleated skirt.” 
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“I guess that shows | need constant vari- 
ety. Lots of people are hung up on ‘who 
they are.’ | think you can be anything— 
and as many things—as you want to be." 
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If | could play any part in any film, I'd like to be a lusty, mis- 
chief-making heroine in Merry Old England. And just think, it! 
ran into Tom Jones. he could put me in my place—and turn it 

into an X-rated movie at the same time.” 
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Our Pet of the Month's other pel fantasy is “to travel constantly, 

to wake up every single morning in a different land—and with 

a different lover at my side. To be a woman of the world: to be 

sophisticated and informed about all the things that 
men like . . . that's not too much to ask, is it? 
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5 convicted 
murdering 


his mistress. On the run 


ney and no friends. 
a desperate 
search for the real killer 


HUNTED 


and calm. 

The silence was abruptly shattered by 
the squawk of English voices. He looked 
up to see a coachload of tourists swarm- 
ing onto the terrace, noisily arranging 
themselves around the little tables and 
discussing what they should order and the 
Jocation of the lavatory in loud and com- 
mon accents, 

Then an arrow of warning glanced 
across his heart as, urged by the others. 
one stood and came toward him. It was 
a youth maybe fifteen or sixteen years old 
with a sharp, mean face, and he moved 
across the terrace with a strangely pur- 
poseful step and a fixed intention in his ex- 
pression. He planted himself feet apart 
and said abruptly, “Journal!” 

For a second Mars was baffled. Jour- 
nal, newspaper. Then, as he understood, 
he almost laughed aloud. Recognized? 
Challenged? Why, the boy who wanted to 
buy a paper even thought he was French, 
a local inhabitant. French! 

He jerked his head toward the main 
street, “La bas!" and turned away, the 
laugh still bubbling within him. 

He saw the boy return with a copy of the 
Daily Express, which he gave to his father 
at the table. It was the paper which Mars 
despised most in the world, and his lip 
curled as he watched the bald man ease 
back in his chair and unfold it with a grunt 
of satisfaction. Looking over his shoulder 
from a distance of five paces, Mars read 
the headline. 

It was like a blade plunged into his gut. 
It severed the nerves and froze his stom- 
ach, then flooded his limbs with ice. 

Bold and plain, he saw it. And this time 
there was no doubt, no doubt at all. The 
text was unmistakable He felt himself go 
faint and weak as he read it for the second 
time: “MARS GUILTY OF MURDER.” 

The sun turned to black. The warmth 
and comfort of the day were gone. The 
foul mists of horror came rushing back to 
enfold him, catch him up, and whirl him 
into nightmare. 


The road he walked from Sisteron was 
fraught by fear. It was past midday; all the 
town was at lunch, and those who were 
not regarded him closely and, it seemed, 
with suspicion. 

He felt horribly conspicuous. He forced 
himself to go slowly, to adopt a casual air, 
but he was not sure that he was carrying 
it off. 

As soon as he was outside the town, he 
stepped off the road to read his paper. 

“MARS GUILTY .. . Coroner's Verdict: 
Baronet Committed Murder." 

He leaned against a tree in sudden faint- 
ness. He could not take it in at first. Guilty? 
A verdict? A jury had found him guilty of 
murder. Without a trial, how was thal pos- 
sible? 

It seemed unbelievable. How was it 
possible that British law—thal law which 
he believed to be the fairest and the best 
in all the world—had found him guilty with- 
out a trial? 
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He could not believe the monstrous un 
fairness of the process, the terrible injus- 
tice of the verdict. He was crushed, 
overpowered by the shock of what he 
read. He could go no further; the weight 
of his emotions was so great. It took a gi- 
ant effort of the will to put away the paper 
and resume his journey. 

Keeping the lane in sight below, he 
clambered across the slope of the pine 
forest, his rope soles slipping on the car- 
pet of dead needles. When a bird took off 
in a flapping scurry of startled wings, he 
froze in alarm. They were after him. He 
was the prey. He moved between the dark 
boles of the trees, across the dappled 
floor of the forest, with the stealthy haste 
of a hunted beast making for its hide. 

And when he found it, he did not dare 
go down, 

He lay in the long grass at the summit 
of the ridge and looked down on the valley 
and the farm. The steep, wooded hills en- 
closed a tiny plateau of green land formed 
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She walked in on 
me. She came at me on the 
stairs. | killed her. 
You'd have done the same. 


2 


in the shape of a horseshoe and divided 
by the river. The farm was the only house 
in view. Set by the stream, it was a small 
building of gray stone which, with the gra- 
nary, stables, and outhouses which had 
been added to it, composed around a 
cobbled courtyard closed by a gate. 

There was nota sign of life. Smoke from 
the chimney he had not expected nor cat- 
tle in the sheds or surrounding fields. He 
knew the farm was not worked. But in that 
enclosed view of house and valley breath- 
less in the heat there was no whisper of 
human habitation. No sound. No car in the 
yard, no bicycle. The gate was shut, all 
doors and windows closed. 

He was no better off than when he had 
been robbed and cast ashore sick and 
cold upon that inhospitable beach in 
northern France; he was worse. Then at 
least there had been the discovery of the 
sodden English money in his pocket to 
trigger and restore his spirit. Then he had 
the certainty the events he fled from were 
a terrible misunderstanding, a foul catas- 
trophe which time would right. Sense and 
reason had been on his side. Now they 
had forsaken him. 

It struck him with full force. Only now did 


the truly desperate nature of his situation 
come home to him. He was not a fugitive 
fleeing from the suspicion of a crime; he 
was a convicted murderer. He was 
stamped with the mark of Cain, and even 
the girl who loved him now hid from him 
in fear. A convicted murderer. 

Ashe stood feet in the dust, alone in that 
low-roofed, mean, and empty room, mis- 
ery swamped Mars. Despair engulfed 
him; it poured over him like a foul black 
tide, and he drowned in its awful depths. 

Marie Louise had not come back here. 
He searched the house and found no 
trace of her return. She bad not come, and 
what had caused her to keep away, he re- 
alized with a chilling certainty, was the 
news in the media about himself, the mur- 
der, his disappearance, and the possibil- 
ity—known only to herself—that he might 
be headed here. She was afraid of him, 

But he was innocent. 

He was innocent of the act of murder but 
not of its surrounding circumstances. His 
own weakness and foolishness had 
brought him to this pass. In his despera- 
tion he had sought a criminal solution to 
his problems. He had trafficked with fel- 
ons. He had taken a conspirator and by 
him been degraded and betrayed, Enlist- 
ing an ally, he had recruited a killer and 
now bore the penalty for his crime. 

In Sisteron he had been shocked and 
horrified by the Express headline. It had 
taken an effort of will to ask for a paper 
at the kiosk. Now, lying upon his bed as 
he read it for the hundredth time, his gorge 
rose in nausea and disgust. His name and 
photograph were spattered across the 
pages of the gutter press. 

And this then was how History would 
know the name of Mars? He was the very 
last male to bear it; and this is how he 
would be remembered? As a criminal. As 
@ murderer. 

The thought was insufferable. It moved 
him to rage. And it was that which saved 
him, 

Bay and Lenhume would spirit him 
away, he knew. If somehow he reached 
Nice and called them as arranged, he 
could still escape to safety, Rich and pow- 
erful, they would get him to South Africa 
and disguised inlo some new existence 
with the same facility as when they had 
shipped him to France. That would pre- 
serve his life and a partial liberty, but what 
else would it change? 

Only one man could clear his name— 
Brad. Only he could prove him innocent 
by admitting 1o what had really happened 
in Gilston Road. 

Thinking about the American, Mars 
grew hot with anger. An impulse of fury 
bounded in his pulse. Brad had de- 
meaned him, used him for a fool, had per- 
petrated his own insane murderous act 
and walked away unscathed, contemptu- 
ously bestowing upon him the conse- 
quences. 

Nemo me lacasset: "'Let no man slight 
me.” It was the motto of the house of 
Mars, engraved upon the signet ring he 


wore. “Let no man slight me.” Yet this up: 
start had dared to do so. 

He rose then and strode about the 
room, his defeated spirit surfacing from 
torpor into rage, his thoughts racing 

Only Brad could clear him; therefore he 
had to be found. He would not confess 
willingly: so he must be made to do so. 
Put like that, it was perfectly clear. He was 
surprised it had taken him so long to reach 
this conclusion. 


Antibes. It was the only place which Brad 
had talked of. It was here that Mars began 
his search to find him. 

It was most probable that he had come 
here, he thought. After that blurred night 
mare which was Gilston Road, the blood 
and the horror, he would have wanted to 
get away as fast and as far as possible. 
The Renegade was fueled up and ready 
to sail in Chichester harbor. It made sense 
that he should have taken her 

The first two people in the marina whom 
Mars asked had never heard of Brad or 
of the Renegade 

He strolled toward the quays by the har- 
bor tower where the largest boats were 
berthed 

A man with red face and sun-bleached 
hair watched him from another canopied 
stern deck, a gin and tonic in the hand re 
inforcing his amiability 

“Piggin,” he called out to Mars. “You 
the new cook? You looking for me 

“No,"" he answered shortly and in- 
quired after Renegade. 

“A power boat? 

“Yes. Fifteen to twenty meters.”” 

“Never heard of her. Who's the skip- 
per?” 

“Brad Dexter. 

“Brad! Old Brad?” The reaction was 
such that he might have been asking after 
Piggin’s closest friend. ‘Why sure, but 
Brad's isn't a power boat.” 

“The Renegade,” Mars insisted 

“No, his boat's the Diane. Over there.” 
He pointed toward the far end of the ma: 
rina, under the fortified wall of the town, 
where the smaller craft were moored 
“Brad's got no power boat. He's having 
you on. Over there.” 

Itwas a floating slum this side of the har 
bor. Overcrowded and squalid, a gaggle 
of small craft huddled together, their 
decks practically touching, inhabited as 
densely and with as little privacy as a ten- 
ement dwelling. 

A dim girl pinning napkins to the rigging 
of a motor-sailer looked up at his ap 
proach. As loosely as he could manage, 
Mars told her he was looking for a friend. 

“Brad?” she answered ina flat northern 
accent. “He's not here. Haven't seen him 
this season." 

“The Diane?" he asked 

“Gone. Angie sailed out about a week 
ago.” 

“Angie?” 

She didn’t answer at first but looked at 
him more sharply. “You a friend of 
Brad's?” she asked. 
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“Yes. | was to meet him here. Who's 
Angie?" 

“Can't be much of a friend if you never 
met his old woman," she remarked. 

His old woman? Did she mean his wife? 
This was a development he had never 
considered. Still, his heart shifted. It was 
a sniff, a connecting trace to the man he 
wanted. He forced himself to be casual. 

“Hell! I'm late, | know. | was supposed 
to sail with them."” 

"On the Diane?” She still sounded du- 
bious. ‘You'd be a bit crowded.” 

“Well. .. we were going to work togeth- 
er. Any idea where they've gone?” 

Shé shook her head. “Haven't the faint- 
est.” 

“Who's the chap looking for?” The 
question came from beside them, and 
Mars glanced in its direction to where a 
moon-round, paste-white face had risen 
to peer from the adjoining boat, squinting 
in the light. 

“The Diane," the girl explained. "Says 
he's looking for Brad.” 

“I've got some money | owe him,” Mars 
said. 

The moonface rose a little higher above 
the deck, ‘The Diane isn't exactly the 
most popular boat in this marina. Angie 
slipped out about ten days ago without 
settling her mooring dues. The Froggies 
aren't precisely overjoyed about it. I'm 
sure she'd be very glad to see you." 

Mars’s heart was pounding now, “‘Ah, 
well ..."' He drained all interest from his 
voice, “Any idea where she was head- 
ed?" 

“Don't know. Not supposed to say, that 
is. But | suppose if you've got money to 
give her, that makes you the exception, 
eh, Phyllis?” 

The girl sniffed loudly and clamped an- 
other napkin on the line. 

“Why not?" the man said. ‘The debtor 
cometh.” 

“Where?” Mars asked. 

“Gone where the grass grows wild and 
the weirdos dance by the light of ihe run- 
cible moon. Ibiza, boy, the Kingdom of the 
Freaks, that's where you'll find our Angie. 
Ibiza."" 


Ted and Brenda Mason were a couple ac- 
customed to only the very best in the way 
of food and restaurants. 

\t took no particular skill or subtlety on 
Mars's part to join them. Ted and Brenda 
were gregarious people; it was pleasant 
abroad to stumble on congenial company, 
entirely natural to decide to dine “a trois."" 

But it was eleven o'clock the next morn- 
ing before Ted Mason was to realize he 
had been robbed, and by that time Mars 
was already across the frontier into Spain 
aboard a train which would get him to Bar- 
celona before noon. 

He had a passport and two hundred fifty 
francs remaining to him in French curren- 
cy. He would change it to pesetas in the 
station, and when this whole mess was 
sorted out, he would repay the money. Yet 
he felt a surprising lack of remorse over 
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robbing led. Was his conscience becom- 
ing harder, or was it because absolutely 
everything was now subordinate to his will 
to find Brad and shake the truth out of him, 
thus restoring his world to normal and en- 
abling him to claim his son? Anything 
which took him further toward that goal 
seemed justified. Deceit, robbery, any- 
thing. If those were the weapons em- 
ployed by Brad, so they would be his, 


At eight o'clock that same evening Mars 
landed at Ibiza airport. It would have been 
cheaper by ferry but slower. 

He was in a hurry now. Supposing the 
girl's voyage here had taken three days, 
supposing she had come to meet Brad— 
then they could be gone already. 

The coach brought him to Ibiza town 
through a drab, flat landscape of windmills 
and hoardings and brown, empty fields 

Immediately he descended at the bus 
station he asked directions to the port. He 
reached it after a ten-minute walk. 
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“Yes, you,”” said 
the American. ‘You crazy 
loon. You! You set 
it up. She died—it was what 
you wanted, wasn't it?"’ 


2 


The town's heart was the port, the cen- 
ter of commercial and social life. It was 
jammed, not with boats but people. 

At four o'clock that afternoon Mars sat 
outside a bar on the seaport at Es Cana 
and debated whether he could afford a 
second drink, He had twenty pounds left 
in his pocket, and all his leads had run out. 
He had no idea what he was going to do 
now. He felt flat and defeated. The day had 
been a complete dead loss. 

He had passed all morning at the hippie 
market asking if anyone knew Angie. He 
had nothing except the name plus a vague 
physical description, which must surely 
have fitted many girls. Yet all denied 
knowing anyone who resembled her. The 
replies had been ungracious, reluctantly 
given, and all of them negative. 

He ordered a vodka and sat back, look- 
ing out over the bay. The beach was thick 
with sunbathers. Only the fishing port was 
unchanged: a tiny breakwater sheltered a 
dozen boats, a glass-bottomed barge with 
a lettered sian, “DISCOVER THE DEEPS 
OF THE SEA," and a small motor-sailer. 

He started up, unable to believe what he 
‘saw. As the waitress arrived with his drink, 
he rushed away with some muttered ex- 


planation that ne would return. He dodged 
around a tour bus in the road and came 
onto the quay. He stared across the water 
al a chipped transom on which the name 
was plain: Diane Antibes. 

After a panicky second of thinking his 
eyes deceived him, he realized it was 
true—it was the boat. 

His nerves stung hot, Was Brad here? 
A boiling shudder rushed through his 
veins. His body burned in fierce alarm. 

But there was no one on board, he saw; 
the hatch was closed. Calm it, he told him- 
self urgently. Calm it, now. Think, Plan. 

He left the quay, retired across the road 
to his vodka on the café terrace. He was 
not the only customer. The place was 
packed, and he was hidden in the throng. 
This was an accidental but an excellent 
vantage point, 

The boat was empty. He settled down 
to wait. When he had finished his vodka, 
he switched to coffee. He wanted nothing 
to blunt his reactions. 

A mass of people was passing in the 
street. The road was solid with them, cars 
trapped in their midst at the same pace 
and in the same direction, returning from 
the market. 

He sat up straight as a girl in shorts de- 
tached herself from the crowd and 
crossed the quay toward the Diane. Aman 
accompanied her—young, dark-haired, 
burdened by a box of groceries, his face 
turned away. 

Mars stared intently. Tall... thin... 
yes! But the walk .. . No, it was not Brad. 
He relaxed his muscles and sank back 
into his chair. Be still. Wait. Watch, he cau- 
tioned himself, 

He saw the faces of both clearly as they 
stepped down onto the deck. It was not 
Brad. The girl was taking the cases from 
him; the man was leaving. 

She was tall. strongly built, deeply 
tanned, with an open face that was pretly 
but not beautiful and a tousled, careless 
mass of honey-colored hair. It was she. It 
was Brad's Angie. This was the reason he 
had come to Ibiza. It was the girl he had 
lied and stolen to find, 

Sitting on the café terrace, Mars count- 
ed the money remaining in his pocket and 
wondered what the hell he was going to 
do now. 


Mars woke and stared at an unfamiliar 
ceiling, for a moment not knowing where 
he was. 

Memory returned. He sprang from the 
bed, crossed to the window and, throwing 
wide the shutters, blinked in the dazzling 
blaze of light. 

Narrowing his eyes, he squinted down 
and breathed out slowly with relief; the 
Diane was still there. 

He had moved to this room the night be- 
fore. During the previous evening he had 
driven to Ibiza town, collected his attaché 
case, paid his bill, and checked out of the 
hostel. He had returned to Es Cana and 
installed himselt in the pensione above the 
bar from which he had first seen Angie. 
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Mars took breakfast of rolls and coffee 
on the terrace of the pensione. While eat- 
ing it, he saw the hatch of the Diane open 
and Angie appear on deck. He watched 
her go ashore to fetch bread, return, and 
eat in the boat's cockpit. There was no 
sign of Brad. It was impossible that a man 
should be hidden in so small a boat. 

From the terrace, he saw her take the 
breakfast things below, come back on the 
deck, and close the cockpit hatch. She 
stepped up onto the quay and walked to- 
ward where he sat. As she approached, 
he looked away, affecting interest in a ski- 
er slicing the calm water of the cove into 
curtains of spray behind a speedboat. 
When he glanced back, he saw her on the 
road heading out of town. She walked 
slowly, one hand held out sideways, the 
thumb raised for a hitch. 

Mars stood up quickly and hurried from 
the terrace to where the jeep was parked. 
The motor was slow to start. By the time 
he had got it going and set off after her 
five minutes had passed 

Coming out of Es Cana, the road left the 
coast, heading through the trees toward 
the rolling folds of blue green hills in the 
distance. He saw her two hundred yards 
ahead, stopped on the bend, her arm up. 

His heart jumped. This was the perfect 
opportunity, an ideal opening. He was still 
fifty yards away when the car in front of 
him stopped to pick her up. 

He drew out into the road and passed. 
Around the bend he halted, pretending to 
study his map until the car she was in had 
overtaken him, a Seat with a middle-aged 
couple up front. Mars let in the clutch and 
followed. 

Mars held the jeep well behind, but 
there was little risk of losing the Seat. Oth- 
er cars were few. The narrow road curved 
through a countryside of cultivated valleys 
and low, wooded hills. Small houses dot- 
ted the slopes, and peasants were at work 
in fields of vine. It was early, but the sun 
was high and the day already hot. 

On a dirt road, by a high stone wall, the 
Seat stopped to let her off. She stepped 
through a gap in the wall and out of sight. 

Several cars were parked at the side of 
the track. Mars found a place for the jeep 
among them and hastened after his quar- 


ry. 

From the opening in the wall a long flight 
of concrete steps led down the valley, de- 
scending steeply through a wilderness of 
scrub and rock. Fifty yards below Mars 
glimpsed her before she turned the corner 
and was hidden by the slope. He set off 
down. 

At the angle where the stairs changed 
direction, he saw the beach and paused. 
The view here was magnificent. The white 
sand stretched for half a mile below tow- 
ering cliffs, and not a building anywhere 
except for a rickety wooden beach bar 
near the place where the slairs ended. 

Angie was just stepping onto the sand. 
Mars continued down. He had reached 
the bottom of the stairs before he realized 
that everyone here was nude. 
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Angie had joined a group of people who 
sprawled naked midway between sea and 
bar. Mars strolled to its terrace, sat on one 
of the infirm chairs, and ordered a coffee. 
He was not alone there, but he was the 
only person wearing clothes. 

They sat on expensive towels and kept 
their sun oil and magazines in beach 
bags, not straw baskets, The girls were 
talking together, the two men playing 
backgammon on a board set between 
them on the sand. Mars's pulse quick- 
ened. 

When he had finished his coffee. he re- 
moved his T-shirt and wandered over. He 
stood there, on the edge of the group, 
watching the end of the game and pre- 
tending an ease he did not feel. 

Absorbed in the contest, both players 
were in their late twenties, and the one 
whom he guessed to be the owner of the 
board was more skilled than his opponent. 
As Mars watched the last few moves, he 
finished strongly to win by a considerable 
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He was nota 
fugitive fleeing from 
the suspicion of 
a crime; he was a 
convicted murderer. 


SS 
number of points. 

“Very well played,’ Mars commented, 
and the winner glanced up. 

“You play?" he asked. 

“A little,” Mars admitted. “rl give you 
a game if you like.” 

The German's look became contemp- 
tuous. "Here we only play for money,” he 
said. 

“Yes,"' Mars agreed, “'I don't mind hav- 
ing a bet, a small consideration.” 

“How much?" 

“Well, let's keep it low 
dred pesetas a point.” 

The German hesitated. It was a high fig- 
ure Mars had proposed, but his pride 
made it impossible to reduce. ‘Okay then. 
Automatic doubles?” 

Mars nodded, squatted down, and be- 
gan to set out the black pieces. 

The German girls watched the game. 
The others—Angie among them— 
showed no interest, and one evidenced 
his disdain by removing to meditate. 

Mars concentrated on his play. He 
moved his pieces sloppily, the German 
very fast, the instant he identified what he 
had rolled. He moved with élan and flour- 
ish, playing as much to the audience as 


say a hun- 


against his opponent. 

Mars threw a three; the German, the 
same: an automatic double. He forced the 
German again, then refused the return 
double. He lost two points and whistled in 
admiration. "You're pretty fast with the 
cube," he said. 

The German grinned, and so did Mars 
then—but inwardly. The man took him for 
a fool. He glanced up and found Angie's 
eyes upon him. He smiled shyly and re- 
turned to his game. '‘Oh, good move,” he 
commented. “| can see you've played a 
lot." 

Mars threw the first game, losing by 
twenty points. He was two thousand pe- 
setas down, 

“You want another?" he asked. 

“Sure?” the German questioned. 

“Oh, yes. Maybe I'll get lucky,’” 

He looked up and met Angie's glance 
again. His own face was studiously dead- 
pan. 
Both set out their pieces. 

The German gambled with classy ex- 
travagance, Mars with apparent hesitan- 
cy, knowing he would win. The man he 
was up against was a player with preten- 
sions who thought he was good. He was 
the perfect mark. Mars took him for sev- 
enty points: seven thousand pesetas. 

He stood up then. He stripped off his 
trousers and walked naked into the sea to 
swim. He did so without self-conscious- 
ness. He was confident and king of the 
beach. The last hour had been a heady 
trip. It was always good to win. 

He stuck out from shore, then rolled on 
his back to float in the crystal water. He 
turned his head to look toward the beach 
and cliffs. This was an incredibly beautiful 
place. He saw the lithe figure of Angie rise 
from the sand and walk into the water, She 
waded until it was waist-deep, then 
arched forward, curving into a shallow 
dive below the approaching wave. She 
surfaced and reached out in a strong 
crawl stroke. 

Angie stopped just short of him. “You 
were very good,"’ she said. 

He laughed. “Just lucky,”” 

“Good, too. You taught Klaus a lesson. 
You took him off.”” 

“'He plays well,"’ Mars said. 

She looked at him levelly. She had nice 
eyes. 

“Don't shit me,” she said. "You alone 
here?” 

“Sort of. | just arrived.’ 

“Are you going to the party tonight?” 

“No one asked me." 

“Asked?" she repeated. "It's not that 
kind of number. You want to come?” 

“I'd love to. | don't know a soul here." 

“Come then. Meet me in Sandy's," she 
said. 

“Where's that?" he asked. 

“My, you are a newcomer. Everyone 
knows Sandy's. Eight-thirty.” 

She flipped over and dived. Her tan legs 
fishtailed gracefully in the air, and she 
went down without a ripple, surfacing 


twenty yards away to strike out down the 
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“If they want to hear a real fairy tale tell them about your brother Bruce.’ 
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FUTURE SOUND 


New cassette systems offer 
improved noise reduction 
remote control, and automatic 
adjustment features 
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soon be available in tape decks from 
Technics, TEAC, Marantz, and Yamaha. It 
is already available as an accessory for 
use with any tape deck, This system re- 
duces noise twice as much as Dolby B 
does, The catch is that while Dolby tapes 
can be listened to even on decks without 
Dolby, dbx tapes sound right only on sys: 
tems with dbx decoders. 

Dolby C, as found on several new 
decks, such as JVC's DD-9 and others 
from Advent and Toshiba, claims as much 
noise reduction as dbx does, though con: 
centrated in the upper frequencies, not 
covering the whole frequency range like 
dbx. Those are the frequencies where 
noise reduction is most needed anyway. 
This approach makes Dolby C tapes eas 
ier to listen to on systems with only regular 
Dolby noise reduction and possibly even 
‘on systems without it 

It's too early to say much about Toshi 
ba's ADRES (Automatic Dynamic Range 
Enhancement System). This system will 
make its first appearance this year in To 
shiba’s PL-X66AD decks and claims even 
more noise reduction than do dbx and 
Dolby. Other new systems, such as Hi. 
Com (developed by Telefunken and Na. 
kamichi) and Sanyo’s Super-D, aren't yet 
available in cassette decks but only as 
system accessories. Nakamichi, TEAC 
and others do offer some decks with 
switches and jacks to let you switch in the 
external noise-reducer system of your 
choice. 

All this could complicate another new 
trend—toward pocket-sized stereo cas- 
sette players. The first was Sony's Walk 
man. which is a whole new way of looking 
at cassette equipment. It couldn't record 
tapes, only play them. It had no speakers 
just tiny jacks for lightweight headphones. 
Thanks to these headphones, it plays bet 
ter stereo than any portable could through 
speakers. It's also small and lightweight 
enough to be carried in a pocket or slung 
around a belt while you are skiing, bicy 
cling, jogging, or skating 

The popularity of the Walkman has led 
other companies to bring oul similar mod: 
els, each with its own twist on the original 
Craig's J700 Soundalong, for instance, 
has built-in charging circuits for nickel 
cadmium batteries. AIWA's TP-S30 can 
record as well as play. Technidyne's Hip 
Pocket Stereo HPS 150 not only records 
but also can accept an FM tuner cassette 
that turns it into a portable FM radio. To: 
shiba has similar cassettes for their PCX- 


45AD. Other portable cassettes are either 
here or on their way from Sanyo, GE, and 
Panasonic 

Even the larger portables don't often 

have noise reduction, though that is just 
about the only feature they don't have 
JVC's RC-M80, for example, has a two- 
motor tape deck (with optional remote 
control), which can record and play on 
metal tapes, and a Single Music Scanner 
to find taped selections automatically, Its 
AM/FM radio section is a sophisticated, 
frequency synthesizer tuner with preset 
push-button selection for your six favorite 
FM and AM stations. It also has automatic 
scanning for finding other stations and 
manual tuning for stations that are too 
weak for the scanner to acknowledge. A 
Phono input lets you plug in a turntable, 
too 

Pioneer's SK-200 takes a more stream- 
lined approach. Its radio section has con- 
ventional tuning but with extra sensitivity 
So that you can hear your favorite stations 
when you're far from home, Microphone 
mixing lets you sing along on your record- 
ings. There's no handle (at just over five 
pounds it's easy to carry), but there's a 
shoulder strap so that you can tote it and 
leave your hands free. 

More compact is Panasonic's RX-2700, 
an AM-FM cassette combination that 
stays more or less pocket-sized by having 
only one loudspeaker for monophonic lis- 
tening; for stereo, plug in the headphones. 
it records as well but only in mono. 

If portables are now packed with spe- 
cial features, home decks can also claim 
the same but to a larger degree, For in- 
stance, many decks can be fine-tuned to 
match the particular tape you are record- 
ing on for the best results that the tape and 
deck are capable of achieving. 

The more elaborate the deck, the more 
elaborate its tape-matching facilities. 
Some decks, like Nikko’s ND-999 and 
SAE's C4, have a fine adjustment knob for 
the bias current used in recording. By ex- 
perimenting, you can find which setting 
sounds best. Sansui's D550 works in 
much the same way, but since it's a three- 
head machine (with separate heads for re- 
cording and playback), the effects of bias 
changes can be heard as they are made. 
There isn'ta need to rewind and replay the 
tapes. Sansui also provides a table of set 
tings for today's best-known tapes. 

Kenwood's KX-2060 has a five-LED 
meter for bias and Dolby calibration set- 
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(top, lett to right) The Technidyne HPS 150 Hip Pocket Stereo records and a 


»pts an FM tuner 


cassette ($ 149.95). Panasonic's very compact RX 2700 records and has an AM-FM cassette com- 
bination ($279.95). The Sony Walkman is the original pocket-sized stereo cassette, lightweight 
enough to be carried anywhere ($199.95). (below) The JVC RC-M80 is a larger portable with 
metal tape capability and a Single Music Scanner that finds tape selections automatically 
($489.95). Craig's J700 Soundalong has a hot-line button to tune surrounding noise in or out 
($99.95). Phase Linear's superdeluxe 7000 deck will memorize settings for up to nine different 
tapes ($999). (near right, top) AIWA’'s TP-S30 is a lightweight stereo cassette that records and 
plays ($220). The Pioneer SK-200 has extra sensitivity in its radio section, so favorite stations 
can be heard far from home, and a strap for easy toting ($199.95). (All prices suggested retail.) 
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Who elected Ronald Reagan? . . . it was union 
members, defying their leaders. It was the blue-collar 
worker, the truck driver. Because they're the 
ones who are getting hit by our economy. . . . It's 
the middle class that has been going under. 


leaze” ... Fascist’... “reactionary” “power- 
Si» ‘and without principle’. ..“"a man who's de- 

‘stroyed people's lives." All these are common enough 
epithets for Roy Cohn—the liberal’s pariah, the man so 
many lave to hate. Indeed, as the dedicated young "‘Com- 
mie hunter’’ who demanded the death penalty for the Ro- 
senbergs and who served as chief counsel to Sen. Joseph 
McCarthy, Cohn has always been equated with the evils 
of blacklisting, demagoquery. and the worst of dirty tricks 

Yet today, almost as if to defy history, Cohn has returned 
to a position of prominence, not only in New York but 
across the country. He has been on the cover of Time, the 
Subject of a major profile in Newsweek, and has also been 
featured on CBS's "60 Minutes"’ and NBC’s "Tomorrow" 
shows. Operating with all the purpose of some real-life J. 
R. Ewing, Cohn finds his exploits detailed almost daily by 
the national press. Clearly he has never had il betler. His 
New York law firm, Saxe, Bacon and Bolan, is thriving, and 
his power and influence extend all the way to the White 
House. 

Roy Marcus Cohn was born in New York City on February 
20, 1927, the only son of an upper-middle-class German- 
Jewish family. His mother was the heiress to a clothing for- 
tune, and his father was a highly respected appellate court 
judge. He graduated from Columbia Law School at the age 
of 20 and joined the U.S. Attorney's Office in New York. 
In 1952, after serving as a prosecutor in the Rosenbergs 
“atom spy’ case in addition to prosecuting Owen Lattimore 
{allegedly the top Soviet espionage agent in America) and 
U.S. Communist party leader Gus Hall. Cohn became spe- 
Cial assistant to the U.S. attorney general in Washington, 
OC. Six months later, Sen. Joseph McCarthy appointed 
him chief counsel for his permanent Subcommittee on In- 
vestigations (where he worked with the young Robert F 
Kennedy). 

In 1954, providing what he unrepentantly calis “the sav- 
vy" behind the headline-making probes into the U.S. Infor- 
mation Agency and the U.S. Army's Signal Center at Fort 
Monmouth, N.J., he became notorious during the Army-Mc- 
Carthy hearings. Going head-to-head with Joseph Welch, 
Counsel for the army, and allegedly threatening to wreck 
the army” if it “mistreated his friend and McCarthy asso- 
ciate G. David Schine, the unflappable Cohn sat with his 
grizzled mentor as the nation, spellbound, waited on tele- 
vision for three weeks. But the hearings were the beginning 
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of the end. By 1955, McCarthy, in disgrace, had been cen- 
sured by the Senate, and Cohn returned to New York, 
where he entered private practice. 

Cohn's public reputation was ruined. His legal career 
came into further peril during the 1960s, when he was in- 
dicted four times on federal charges, including obstruction 
Of justice, bribery, extortion, perjury, and illegally attempt- 
ing to take over an lilinois hank. A vendetta," he claimed 
at the time. "An attempt to bury me along with McCarthy.”’ 
Cohn defended himself against all these charges, and he 
was acquitted of all of them, escaping 45 years’ imprison- 
ment and Certain disbarment. He has not been so fortunate 
in his dealings with the Internal Revenue Service, which has 
Spent some 20 years scrutinizing his personal finances and 
now claims from him about $1.5 million in back taxes, which 
Cohn, protesting his innocence, refuses to pay. 

But in recent years, the short, perennially tanned, and 
fastidiously dressed attorney has managed to restore him- 
self to respectability among many of the elite. Although 
some of his clients have been notorious (such as late gang- 
land boss Carmine Galante), he and his firm represent 
some of the most established and influential people in 
America. His clients have included Manhattan real-estate 
magnates Donald J. Trump, Harry Helmsley, and Samuel 
Lefrak; Warren Avis (of rent-a-car fame); New York Yan- 
kees boss George Steinbrenner; Barbara Walters; Bianca 
Jagger, Fabergé’s George Barrie; barons and princes. 

But Gohn is much more than a flashy jet-set attorney. He 
usually wins his cases. openly relishing his reputation as 
the best “hired gun" around. His courtroom technique 13 
relentless, and, always on the attack, he is a master at in- 
timidating prosecutors and wilnesses and impressing ju- 
rors with his unorthodox tactics and photographic memory. 
which once allowed him to deliver a two-day summation 
without notes, 

Cohn's return to power has been expedited by his po- 
litical connections. One partner in his firm is Bronx Demo: 
cratic parly chairman Stanley Friedman, and Cohn's 
fongtime associate Tom Bolan was a major figure in Ronald 
Reagan's presidential campaign; although Bolan turned 
down a full-time position in the new administration, the 
president often asks him to carry out special assignments 
Other friends and political allies of Cohn include Senators 
Alfonse D'Amato and Strom Thurmond, influential Repub. 
lican congressman Jack Kemp, Mayor Fd Koch of New 
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York, and Brooklyn's Democratic boss 
Meade Esposito. Cohn also has powerful 
and important friends in the media— 
among them New York Times publisher A. 
O. Sulzberger; press lord Rupert Murdoch 
(whose many publications include the 
Times of London, the New York Post, New 
York Magazine, and the Village Voice), 
New York Daily News editor Michael 
O'Neill; the Newhouse brothers (32 news- 
papers, Parade, Random House, cable 
television); and conservative columnists 
William Safire and William Buckley. And, as 
ifto cover all bases, Cohn is one of the most 
trusted advisers to the New York Archdio- 
cese of the Roman Catholic church 

With President Reagan's election, for 
which he worked long and hard, and with 
the country’s shift to the Right, Cohn 
seems lo bask in a renewed sense of po- 
litical and personal well-being. His new 
book, Stand Up for Your Rights—and 
Win!, is about to be published by Simon 
& Schuster, and earlier this year his gala 
birthday party was altended by senators, 
judges. diplomats. and media celebrities, 
Interviewed for Penthouse by free-lance 
writer Peter Manso, Cohn was surrounded 
in his Manhattan townhouse office by 
binhday gifts and greetings as well as 
photographs and memorabilia of his ex- 
traordinary career. Talking openly of the 
past and present, simultaneously argu- 
mentative and gossipy, deadly serious 
and wryly humorous, he was obviously 


telishing the role of behind-the-scenes 
power broker and unambiguous spokes- 
man for what a return to conservative poli- 
lics will mean in the 1980s. 


Penthouse; After campaigning so ardent- 
ly for Ronald Reagan, you must be delight- 
ed with his victory. Have you always been 
such an enthusiastic fan? 

Cohn: Fver since he made his speech for 
Barry Goldwater in 1964 and came across 
as a giant. The future of this country is 
brighter now than at any time in decades, 
The country’s shift to the Hight has cured 
me of my pessimism. what | called my 
“doomsday psychology." Americans, it 
seems, have finally realized that we're in 
the eleventh hour—and that it's Reagan's 
philosophy which Is the one thing that’s 
going to stop the Soviets from bullying the 
free world further His goals are central to 
this country's ongoing freedom, to restor- 
ing our image as a strong, productive, and 
prevailing power in the world. 
Penthouse: Surely the country’s econom- 
ic problems played a major part in Rea- 
gan's election. 

Cohn: No question about it, But here 
again, the volers understood that Reagan 
was on their side, not just the rich but the 
poor, the blue-collar workers, too. They 
saw that his commitment to tax cuts de- 
rives from a nitty-gritty understanding of 
how hard it is for most Americans to make 
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ends meet hecause of Carter's disastrous 
economic policies, the unwieldy tax 
structure, and unnecessary government 
spending. You have a huge unemploy- 
ment rate, rampant inflation, a prime rate 
that's historically unprecedented. plus a 
broken-down defense that has to be built 
up. We cannot afford the luxury of furnish. 
ing free concerts in Central Park, subsi- 
dized by the federal government at a cost 
of $100.000 a night. anymore or a legal- 
services corporation for the poor at $327 
million a year. We have to trim all over the 
place, or there isn't going to be an econ- 
omy left. We cannot keep on printing mon- 
ey. and we cannot keep on taxing people 
to death. 

Who elected Ronald Reagan? It wasn't 
a handful of rich people; there aren't 
enough rich people in this country to elect 
Ronald Reagan, It was union members, 
defying their leaders. It was the blue-collar 
worker, the truck driver, because they're 
the ones who are getting hit by our econ- 
omy, not the $10,000 people or the mil- 
lionaires. It's the middle class that has 
been going under. 
Penthouse: What do you think of the criti- 
cism that Reagan is trigger-happy? 
Cohn: Was this country “trigger-happy" 
when we won World War | for the Allies? 
Or when we did everything we could 
against Nazism? Was Franklin Delano 
Roosevelt trigger-happy? No, and as far 
as Reagan is concerned, or Haig or Wein 
berger for that matter, | don’t think the 
commitment to restoring U.S, military 
strength suggests anything of the kind. 
That kind of talk is just too damn easy. 
We've never been a first-strike country, 
ever, and the priority now isn't to start @ 
war but to draw the line. The Soviet Union 
has to get the message that it can never 
again do what it did in Afghanistan or 
Czechoslovakia or what it's trying to do in 
Poland, And | think Americans have real- 
ized it. anything, their awareness is more 
intensified than it was in the early 1950s. 
Reagan's brought a new feeling of unity, 
a commitment to our way of life in the free 
world that has not existed since the Mc- 
Carthy period, 
Penthouse: You're saying that the elec- 
tion of Ronald Reagan is a vindication of 
Joseph McCarthy and what he stood for? 
Cohn: Yes, the issues. We're not talking 
about Joe McCarthy the man. But on is- 
sues, absolutely. Reagan's election is a 
total vindication of what McGarthy stood 
for, because McCarthy did everything he 
could to alert the world to the threat of 
communism. 
Penthouse: Were you always such a 
staunch anti-Communist, or did McCarthy 
convince you of his position? 
Cohn: No. In college | was a liberal; in fact, 
| founded the Columbia Law School 
Democratic Club and at the time consid- 
ered congressional investigations to be 
witch-hunts. But the Alger Hiss trial con- 
verted me. Also, during the first-string 
Communists’ trial | did some minor legal 
work for the U.S. attorney and came into 


contact with a number of FBI agents, who 
made me realize that it was all true—that 
there was an Alger Hiss and a worldwide 
Communist movement that was as bad as 
Nazism and Hitler. 

Penthouse: Was it your prosecutions in 
New York that brought you to McCarthy's 
attention? Was it through J. Cdgar Hoover 
that you became counsel to the McCarthy 
committee in January 1953? 

Cohn: Not directly, because initially | was 
not the only one considered. The other two 
were Bobby Kennedy and Judge Robert 
Morris, from New York, who was then chief 
counsel for the Senate Internal Security 
Subcommittee and wanted to stay there. 
Bobby Kennedy was eliminated early on. 
Penthouse: Why? 

Cohn: Because Bobby Kennedy had nev- 
er even tried a case. All he'd done then, 
| think, was work as a researcher for the 
Hoover Commission at the University of 
Virginia. But his father was calling all the 
time, trying to get Senator McCarthy to 
pick his son. Senator McCarthy com- 
plained to me later that it wasn't enough 
that he got Jack into the Senate, that he 
was supposed to hire Bobby as well. 
Penthouse: How did McCarthy get Jack 
Kennedy into the Senate? 

Cohn: When—at the height of his popu- 
larity, in the year of the Eisenhower- 
McCarthy landslide—McCarthy refused to 
campaign for the Republican ticket in 
Massachusetts, Jack Kennedy was the 
only major Democrat to win in that state. 
On the other hand, McCarthy felt he had 
to treat Joe Kennedy well, since he'd re- 
ceived heavy financial support from the 
Kennedys. | don't know the exact figure, 
but it must have been at least $50,000, 
else old man Kennedy couldn't have 
asked straight out that Bobby be chosen 
or have made his endless phone calls. 
Penthouse: Since you defended McCar- 
thy and see Reagan's election as a vin- 
dication, are you involved with the 
formation of Senator Denton's Subcom- 
mittee on Terrorism—which some people 
regard as a handy new HUAC? Does it 
signal a return to McCarthyism and Mc- 
Carthy-like tactics? 

Cohn: That's really a “when-did-you-stop- 
beating-your-wife" question. You can nev- 
er have a “return,” because after 25 years 
conditions change. The Denton commit 
tee, as | understand it, is going to focus 
on terrorism. By definition, terrorism goes 
beyond Communist infiltration of govern- 
ment and includes the kind of thing that 
took place in Iran. Yet, suppose this com- 
mittee was just out to investigate Commu- 
nist infiltration in government. So what? 
There wouldn't be anything wrong with 
that. We just elected a committed anti- 
Communist president. The American peo- 
ple have spoken. One of our priorities, our 
consensus, is to bring about an end to the 
threat of Soviet expansionism. 
Penthouse: And the fact that people like 
Woody Allen, Norman Lear, and others 
have voiced their concern that the Denton 
committee may prove repressive? That, 


coupled with efforts by Rev. Jerry Falwell 
and his Moral Majority, we may indeed 
see a return to blacklisting? 

Cohn: Let Woody Allen stick to making 
movies. Whenever some of our Holly- 
wood types like Jane Fonda sit down and 
eat lunch with Ho Chi Minh, a murdering 
dictator, while American men are in dun- 
geons only miles away, | don't consider 
their views worthy of discussion. All 
they're trying to do is pull together the 
remnants of what's left of their cause. 
They're lumping together every inflamma- 
tory thing they can think of, trying to turn 
back the Republican landslide by claiming 
that the Denton committee means a return 
to McCarthyism. And as for blacklists, so 
what? | don't see anything wrong with 
blacklists. You could say I'm on a black- 
list 

Penthouse: Yet you're being given the op- 
portunity to express your views. What is 
alarming about the Denton committee, 
and certainly the goals of the Moral Ma- 
jority, is that they would silence those who 
hold differing opinions. 

Cohn: Let's distinguish between the Den- 
ton committee and the Moral Majority for 
the moment. Denton is going to interpret 
terrorism very broadly, to include Commu- 
nist countries, anywhere he finds it. Do 
you know Senator Denton’s credentials? 
Just elected Alabama's first Republican 
senator in 100 years, he was a prisoner 
of war in Vietnam for eight years. He spent 


four years in solitary confinement. When 
forced to publicly confess,"' he blinked 
the word “torture’’ in Morse code. | wish 
| were his equal as a man. 

But as for the Moral Majority, their rais- 
ing money for a blacklist is a very small 
adjunct of the problem | see with them. 
Ouring the campaign one of our strongest 
Reagan supporters, a gentleman of the 
Jewish faith, called me after hearing a Fal- 
well associate, and he was in a state of 
shock. ‘This man is an anti-Semite,”" he 
said. “Does he have any real influence 
with Reagan? I'm frightened.”* And | think 
@ lot of that has carried over. The Falwell 
group's choice of words, their imagery, is 
very unfortunate, and | don’t think that they 
have taken the trouble to find out what the 
rest of America is all about. 

Penthouse: \n effect, then, Reagan's sup- 
porters see Falwell as anti-Semitic? 
Cohn: I'm not sure. I've read Falwell's 
stuff, and frankly a lot of it disturbs me. | 
would want a far more adequate explana- 
tion than I've received before I'm going to 
get totally sold on Reverend Falwell or the 
Moral Majority. 

But the second part of Falwell's pro- 
gram, the idea of putting pressure on 
those people, particularly in the media or 
in the entertainment business, who have 
some relationship to leftist causes to 
which the Soviet Union is committed—I'm 
all for that. Look at the other side of the 
coin. For years if anybody dared to print 


“Miss Bains, I'll need your help. The combination 
of the office safe is tattooed on my penis, and it can 
only be read when | have an erection."’ 
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anything that had any kind of anti-Semitic overtone, the Jewish 
advertisers were the first ones down there threatening the news- 
papers. Or, recently, every time Mexico cast a vote in the United 
Nations that was inconsistent with the position of Israel, you got 
thousands of people canceling their vacation trips to Mexico. It's 
a fact of life. We support people who support what we support, 
and, conversely, we pressure those who don't. 

Falwell comes across as a person who isn't very worldly or 
sophisticated, and | don’t think he understands much outside his 
own constituency. And | admit, too, that his judgment during the 
campaign was at times poor. But the liberals are taking Jerry 
Falwell’s Moral Majority and the Denton committee and lumping 
them together to try to create an inflammatory issue, to try to put 
the brakes on the Reagan administration. They have to realize, 
though, that with the country's shift to the Right. many of them— 
say, in Hollywood—are not going to be working in a climate with 
which they're going to be very happy. 

Penthouse: What do you think the future of liberalism will be in 
this country? 

Cohn: Liberalism is dead. But that doesn't mean we won't hear 
the same old voices, protesting this and that, complaining about 
tactics or repression. But let me tell you what really kills me about 
most liberals—it's their hypocrisy. Take Lillian Hellman. I've seen 
her at Le Cirque, a fancy, expensive French restaurant in New 
York; at the Pierre Hotel, swathed in furs; and in one of her own 
books she even mentions the thousand-dollar Balmain outfit she 
bought to wear for her appearance before HUAC. Couldn't Miss 
Hellman have used the $1,000 to feed the poor, the starving 
workers supposedly oppressed by those of us who belong to 
the bourgeoisie? Why live on Park Avenue? Or pose for the 
Blackglama mink ads? She's a limousine liberal: she talks like 
a Communist and lives like a capitalist 

Penthouse: People have the impression that many of your clients 
come directly out of the McCarthy period. 

Cohn: A number of them, yes, but call it a fair exchange. After 
all, when | went to Washington to work for the McCarthy com- 
mittee, | left behind a comfortable New York, Jewish, Democratic 
career, much of which—thanks to my father—would have prob- 
ably meant my becoming district attorney or state supreme court 
justice by the age of 30. But luckily, when | returned to New York, 
people came to me, because my public image was thal | was 
unlike most other lawyers. Not the typical bill-by-the-hour, do: 
nothing, cover-up shyster but someone who won't be pushed 
around—and this image was a result of the McCarthy years. | 
took on clients like Cardinal Spellman and his nephew Ned; the 
late Lewis Rosenstiel, head of Schenley Industries; plus certain 
individuals in the FBI, like assistant director Wallace La Prade. 

But my client list today goes beyond those earlier contacts. 
It's an incredibly wide range of people. I've represented Tony 
Salerno and Carmine Galante and Vito Genovese, and | also 
work for the Archdiocese and for newspaper and magazine 
chains as well as banking and insurance conglomerates. 
Penthouse: How did you come to represent the "mob" figures? 
Cohn: | met Vito Genovese during the Army-McCarthy hearings, 
too. I'd proved myself as a ‘stand-up’ guy. I’m not on retainer 
for anyone remotely tied to the mob; so they can’t tell me what 
to do; but they also know I'm one of the few lawyers they can 
trust. Thus, several so-called mob people have come to me, be- 
cause they know I'm loyal. They know | won't testify against a 
friend unless it's a matter of country 
Penthouse: Do you like them? 

Conn: After representing Vito Genovese, Carmine Galante, and 
Angelo Bruno plus a bunch of lesser lights, so to speak, | reached 
the conclusion that a position of leadership often derives from 
aman's personality. With Carlo Gambino everyone said his word 
was good. He never kidded anybody. He was totally up front and 
against drugs. Or Tony Salerno, whom I've gotten to know rea- 
sonably well. He's 70, in poor health, started with nothing and 
made a fortune, but he’s also alleged to have been one of the 
largest sports gamblers in the United States. Now, | like him— 
| like him a lot better than many other clients or people who are 
in the Social Register. Compared to them, | would take Tony Sa- 
lerno hands down, because his word to me has always been 


100 percent good. 
Penthouse: Salerno is one of the country's undisputed gambling 
czars. Did you ever judge him or any of these people from an 
ethical or legal perspective? 
Cohn: No, because | am not judgmental. If anything, I'ma cynic, 
because I've witnessed a lack of morality and decency in people 
who have been presidents, senators, judges, and everything 
else. | don't believe a Kennedy is automatically better. A Kennedy 
can cheat at Harvard or slip out of Chappaquiddick and get away 
with it by dint of the money his father stole years before—when 
he was head of the SEC and ambassador to the Court of St 
James and walked off with liquor franchises, leaving enough 
cash millions in scattered safe-deposit boxes to buy a few na. 
tional conventions or whatever. The Kennedys are sacred, | 
know, but what I'm saying applies to the Rockefellers, too, and 
to others as well. Their background doesn't make these people 
more respectable and holy than a Tony Salerno, who made his 
money in gambling but hasn't been nearly as underhanded. 
Penthouse: How do your proper clients feel about your so-called 
Mafia clients? 
Cohn: Some of them think my connection to the Tony Salernos 
grants them protection from business or political enemies, that 
if they ever get into real trouble or someone is out to get them, 
l'll be able to stop it 
Penthouse: They've come to you and said, “Look, | have a prob- 
lem. Could you talk to so-and-so?” 
Cohn: Sure. If it's legal and legitimate, | don’t treat the request 
as anything other than a businessman friend's asking if | can 
speak to a banker. 
Penthouse: What is your average client worth? 
Cohn: Around $10 million, though that may be on the low side. 
Four of my clients are each worth $1 or $2 billion, and one, a 
foreigner, is reportedly worth close to $4 to $5 billion. If | were 
to average all the billionaires and $200 and $300 million people 
| suppose the average would be closer to $20 million. Bear in 
mind, though, that this also includes the many clients we repre 
sent for nothing—pro bono people. 
Penthouse: Yet you publicly claim to have no personal assets. 
This is confusing, since you obviously live very well—with private 
jets, limos, and yachts at your disposal. How do you manage 
this? 
Cohn: Now wait a minute. These yachts are at my disposal, but 
they belong to trends. 

In some ways, this life-style is just necessary. | have to see 


my clients, whether they're in New York or in Acapulco, London, | 


Paris, or Monte Carlo, wherever and whenever they need to see 
me, even if it's sometimes for only a day and a half. | might get 
a call on a Saturday for a lunch meeting in Paris or London, so 
| have to fly on the Concorde. It was F. Scott Fitzgerald who said 
that the very rich are different from you and me. One of my two 
unnamed foreign clients calls me up for lunch, and | ask, "21 
or Le Cirque?" He says, “No, my apartment in Madrid, Sunday, 
one-thirty"’ and then he sends over a 747, which flies me there 
and back. 

Penthouse: And there you sit, with one or two other people, in 
a747? 

Cohn: No, alone. And by the way, the client thinks absolutely 
nothing of it, because that's his own life-style. For other clients 
say, in Monte Carlo, I'll stay a week and between the clothes, 
food, and the suite at the Hotel de Paris, it can well run to 
$10,000. 

The bottom line is that nowadays | am a very large producer 
of income for my firm. It runs into the millions; so the firm pays 
expenses. | can't dress like a schlump. | have to go to three or 
four dinners a week, and | need several tuxedos. A dinner party 
for a client with champagne, caviar, and so forth will cost a cou 
ple of thousand dollars. My weekly restaurant bill is probably 
$1,000. My phone bill every month comes to $3,000 or $4,000. 
But | repeat: | do not have assets. My sport clothes, eating out 
occasionally, when | am not with a client—| pay for those things 
myself. In order to do this, | retain fees that | earn outside the 
State of New York. I'll often try a case out of state, like for the 
Moody family in Texas, or for Warren Avis of Avis Rent-a-Car 


fame, in Los Angeles. | report them, of 
course, and pay taxes on the income, and 
the little that's left over goes toward my 
personal living expenses. 
Penthouse: What is your personal income? 
Cohn: From $75,000 to $100,000, Some- 
times a little less_ 
Penthouse: And your covered expenses? 
Cohn: Somewhere in the range of 
$500,000, perhaps. But | want to empha- 
size that money is important to me, not be- 
cause of status, but because, aside from 
covering overhead, it makes possible the 
one-third pro bono cases 
Penthouse: But you owe $2 or $3 million, 
Since you have access to funds, why not 
pay them? 
Cohn: Clients of mine are constantly trying 
to lend me the money to pay them. | re- 
fuse, because | won't pay the IRS any 
more than | really owe them. | don’t be- 
lieve any taxpayer in this country is bound 
to pay a single penny more than is abso- 
lutely due. And who ultimately determines 
what's due? The Tax Court or the Court 
of Claims, not IRS agents. The court hasn't 
rendered a final audit in my case; so there 
is nothing here inconsistent with my strong 
sense of patriotism. | don't urge defiance 
of the IRS; | urge compliance and intelli- 
gent exercise of freedom within the con- 
stitutional framework, | am also 100 per- 
cent for tax cuts, because by and large the 
money we make goes to people on wel- 
fare and unemployment, many of whom 
are just as fit to work as you or |. My tax 
money also goes to aid countries that are 
opposed to the U.S., and more of it sup- 
ports the government bureaucracy and 
waste. 
Penthouse: Given your own experiences 
as a defendant, have you had any second 
thoughts about your work with McCarthy? 
Cohn: For the most part, no. 
Penthouse: Did you ever reexamine the 
personal effects of the McCarthy hearings 
on some of the witnesses? 
Cohn: At the time | was only 26, and | 
didn't have enough experience to consid- 
er those aspects. The best prosecutors 
are usually kids who are rigidly effective 
because they don't consider the personal 
ramifications of what they're doing. But 
my trials affected me, and | now have 
more compassion for what such experi- 
ences can mean. It's also true | now have 
a different perspective on calling people 
before a congressional committee, Twen- 
ty-five years after the McCarthy hearings, 
after my own trials, sure, | probably am 
more sensitive to the personal conse- 
quences of the McCarthy years. It would 
be idiotic to say | haven't learned from ex- 
perience or insist |'d do everything exactly 
the same way ... You realize, though, 
you're the first people who've gotten me 
to admit this, because you've asked in the 
right way. I'm not repudiating McCarthy. 
| stand behind his goals a hundred per- 
cent, unwaveringly. But I'm also more 
conscious of the human side, which | try 
to Keep uppermost in mind. 

2: How do you rate yourself as 
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a lawyer ona scale of one to ten? 
Cohn: Of course, | always try to reach ten, 
but most of the time | rate an eight or nine. 
Harold R. Medina, Clarence Darrow— 
they're in the ten category. Edward Ben- 
nett Williams I'd put on a par with me, or 
maybe slightly higher, for modesty's sake. 
But it’s taken years to reach this level. 
After the Rosenberg case, with my 
preparation and examination of David 
Greenglass, | was up to a two or three on 
the rating scale in terms of technical abil- 
ity, but it wasn't until after my two years 
with McCarthy thal | felt really secure. Not 
only did | develop my legal skills—moving 
me up to a five or six, say—but when | re- 
alized how many people were watching 
me on television, | gained the necessary 
self-confidence to stand by my decision to 
be my own man. 
Penthouse: So you attribute the develop- 
ment of your legal skills as well as your 
self-image to those years with McCarthy? 
Cohn: To a great extent. Certainly that pe- 
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riod was decisive in honing my cross-ex- 
amination techniques and teaching me to 
think on my feet. | was also profoundly af- 
fected by McCarthy's quality of guts, his 
uncompromising courage. Whether you 
agreed or disagreed with the man, you 
had to recognize that he was literally 
afraid of nothing. Part of it was his very 
thick skin. He didn’t give a damn what any- 
one thought of him. He knew he had pow- 
er, because he could engender fear in his 
opponents, Better than any man I've ever 
known, he understood the Achilles'-heel 
technique; namely, you go after a man's 
weakness, and you never, ever, threaten 
unless you're going to follow through, be- 
cause if you don't, the next time you won't 
be taken seriously. 

Penthouse: How does this work in the 
courtroom? 

Cohn: You have to know when to use it 
effectively. The jury won't like you if you 
go after a sweet, gentle old lady. But with 
a smart-ass, wise-cracking dame who 
won't give you a straight answer, you have 
two alternatives: either you become a per- 
fect gentleman or you slice her up. Myself, 
| usually become the epitome of polite- 
ness, which is the last thing she expects. 


Another technique I’ve learned is 10 drop 
my case immediately after the other side 
has rested. That way, when the jurors go. 
into the jury room, they have nothing to 
talk about except my cross-examination of 
a lying witness—especially when my 
cross-examination is well paced, when 
\'ve been particularly artful in its rhythm, 
in timing when to go in for the kill. Al the 
end of the government's case, the pros- 
eculor stands up and says, ‘Your honor, 
the government rests,'’ and | look abso- 
lutely bewildered. | can't believe it. | stand 
up. turn around, look at the prosecutor. | 
throw my arms up in the air. "This is it? 
That's all?" Then | rest my case. 

Another thing that really works is doc- 
uments. If a witness appears to be lying, 
I'l get him to repeat himself while | go back 
and ask an assistant for a file. | sort 
through the file, apologizing to the court 
for the delay. Then | take out a piece of 
paper, hold it to my chest, and again ask 
the witness to answer my question, The 
answer is never a positive “No, sir, that 
never happened," or “| never said it.” 
They'll always hedge—"'! don't think so, 
but it was a few years ago __."" The paper 
I'm holding could be an old letter, any- 
thing, but the sight of it makes them think; 
“Uh oh, | must have said that. They tran- 
scribed it, or the jerk | talked to must have 
made a memorandum, or maybe my 
phone was tapped." The result? Never an 
unequivocal negative answer, sometimes 
even an admission. 

Penthouse: So your motto is, Anything 
goes so long as it gets the job done? 
Cohn: Anything within the limits of the law. 
My tactics are inventive but never illegal. 
Penthouse: What does the future hold for 
you? 

Cohn: Well, in a general way, I'm very op- 
timistic about the future of the country, as 
| said before. 

As for myself particularly, I'll continue 
working hard for my clients plus lecturing 
and writing about the legal profession and 
personal rights. I'm very committed to let- 
ting the public know what their rights are. 
As I've indicated, I'm not overly fond of 
some of my fellow lawyers. | don't like the 
usual pay-by-the-hour, keep-your-client- 
in-the-dark-then-sell-him-out methods 
that I've seen so often, especially in di- 
vorce, corporate, or negligence cases. 
That's why | wrote Stand Up for Your 
Rights—and Win! |t's not the usual lawyer's 
book about his cases—it's more a warning 
thal hardly a day goes by when you're not 
getting screwed by the system, by some 
merchant, airline, hotel, or the government, 
And it shows you how to fight back. 
Penthouse: You love stirring up trouble. 
Cohn: You're right; | love it. But | never 
worry about people getting upset or re- 
senting it. Certain rules are made to be 
broken. They're designed to screw the |it- 
tle guy. | decided long ago to make my 
own rules, to act according to my own 
choices, my own judgments, and my own 
conscience. So, yes, | admit it; I'm proud 
of it. Ot 
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Today we all know that the once-scorned rocket became 
the favored method to achieve space travel. In fact, rockets are so successful 
that other ways of getting to the stars are fast receding from the technological 
spectrum. Being 'cannoned’ to the stars (a !a Jules Verne) Is still 100 dangerous 
fo consider, but can we build a stairway to the heavens? Or an elevator? Sci- 
entists Robert L. Forward and Hans P. Moravec speculate on the possibilities 
of stretching cables from orbiting satellites to Earth, creating a theoretically simple 
skyhook or “'beanstalk."’ Attaching capsules or cable cars to this mega-wire 
would generale a whole new space transportation system. In the July Omni we 
see how monstrous rockets must ultimately give way to the cable cars of space. 


The researcher dips a tube into a glass chamber and removes 
a frozen sphere, He handles it with care. It holds a human embryo, plunged into 
Cryogenic suspended animation until its sterile mother is capable of bearing it. 
The July Omni reports that researchers in England today are working toward the 
goal of preserving embryos from couples who might otherwise never be able 
to have normal families. Using Space Age freezing techniques perfected with 
lab animals, scientists can store embryos for years, carrying us to the brink of 
startling new possibilities for human creation and longevity. 


“i we took a motion picture of the expanding uni- 
verse and ran it backward long enough. the universe would contract to a point." 
writes Isaac Asimov in "The Very Large Lion and the Very Small Mouse.” At 
some distant date will the expanding universe begin to collapse back into a point? 
The key may be the neutrino, a neutrally charged particle capable of going 
through more than 20 light-years of lead without being stopped. Read why the 
tiniest mouse, the neutrino, may finally tame the largest lion, our universe. 


Did you know that no astronauts ever went 
to the moon? The famous “'landing" was filmed at a secret government base 
in Nevada. Also, a UFO crashed recently, and the alien green bodies are being 
kept on ice al Wright-Patterson Air Force Base, in Ohio. Furthermore, alligators 
are taking over the New York City sewer system, and Omni mixes sex pheromones 
in its ink. A good unconfirmed rumor has a life of its own, We asked readers to 
send in their favorites. Watch for these amazing “facts” in this month's Omni. 


Our stories for July include Robert Silverberg's “The Pal- 
ace al Midnight,” a tale of political intrigue in postindustrial America, and Jayge 
Carr's “Blind Spot.” which explores the relationship between a surgeon and his 
headstrong patient, a famous artist who is going blind. 
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was considered a Democratic shoe-in 

Then came the first of Jim Edwards's 
big strokes of pure luck. On the eve of the 
election Ravenal was declared ineligible 
by the courts on the basis of residency re. 
quirements. Ravenal's Democratic chal- 
lenger, whose forces had engineered the 
court decision, however, had apparently 
miscalculated his fortune, for when voters 
went to the polls, Jim Edwards came out 
on top. Even he admitted that his victory 
was “‘a fluke,” 

In his one-hour, 8,000-word State of the 
State speech to the South Carolina Gen. 
eral Assembly on January 29, 1975, the 
new governor devoted 82 words to the 
subject of the environment. He called for 
“pragmatism'’ in environmental matters 
in @ state that boasts one of the world's 
most spectacularly beautiful, yet delicate, 
coastlines. Although the state faced se- 
vere environmental problems (North 
Charleston, reported the state health com 
missioner, was “‘a veritable smorgasbord 
of pollutants, including chemical plants 
and paper mills and metal-processing 
plants”), Governor Edwards dismissed 
the need for any antipollution laws, "They 
are not needed here in South Carolina,” 
he drawled in the affable manner that 
would become his trademark, “where we 
have the nice breezes to carry off the 
emissions and dissipate them." 

Such magnolia-scented assurances 
soon became the trademark of his term: 

@When the legislature debated the 
Coastal Zone Management Act in 1976, 
Fdwards said that he favored oil-and-gas 
exploration on the outer-continental shelf 
and would block legislation which would 
hinder any development. 

The true conservationist is one who 
uses [his emphasis] his natural resources 
and remembers that nature has provided 
us with many valuable free services," Ed 
wards proclaimed in January 1975. 

© “| believe in the absolute preservation 
of personal property rights for future gen 
erations,'’ declared the governor of all the 
people of South Carolina in October 1975 
during a debate on whether to declare the 
Congaree Swamp a national preserve 
free of private development 

Edwards had good reason for being 
hostile to coastal-zone environmental reg 
ulation. Back in 1971 he had bought into 
the Hutchinson Island Partnership, a 
3,050-acre private hunting and fishing 
preserve whose members included his 
closest political cronies. Three years later 
the Army Corps of Engineers said that the 
partnership had violated federal statute by 
not obtaining permits when it dredged 225 
acres to build dikes. (The dikes, said the 
corps. upset delicate salinity balances 
and threatened sea and fish life.) But the 
partnership ignored the corps'’s complaint 
and went ahead with work on the dikes, 
eventually requesting retroactive permits 


when the project was completed. The 
army turned the case over to the U. S. at- 
torney, recommending prosecution, and 
the government continued it until 1977. 
With Edwards now in the governorship, 
however, the case was dropped. In the 
meantime, in June and July 1976, Ed- 
wards vetoed the Coastal Zone Manage- 
ment Act, which would have restricted 
such activities. ‘Any time,’’ Edwards pro- 
claimed in a self-serving piece of rhetoric, 
‘the government gets so powerful it can 
tell you what you can do or not do with 
your property, America has degenerated 
to a new low.” 

“Basically, he's pretty honest,’’ ob- 
serves a veteran South Carolina political 
reporter. But the reporter said that there 
were always nagging doubts. “He's hon- 
est, but he was always talking about how 
much money he was losing by being gov- 
ernor. That's why he talked about doing 
the Coors thing—to recoup his losses.” 
(While governor, Edwards actually con- 
sidered taking on a beer distributorship 
with a company owned by right-wing gad- 
fly Joseph Coors, godfather of ultraright 
causes. "Nothing came of it,’ the reporter 
added. “Other Republicans were afraid 
he would be accused of a conflict of in- 
terest."’) 

While Edwards privately complained 
about not making enough money, he pub- 
licly wrapped himself in the mantle of fiscal 
responsibility when it came to denying 
other people's needs. For four years, for 
example, he refused to sign the state's so- 
cial-service budget because it included 
federal funds for such programs as day 
care, family planning, and specialized ser- 
vices to the aged, retarded, and depen- 
dent children. He vetoed funds for legal 
services to the elderly and vetoed legis- 
lation making the state eligible for federal 
maternal- and child-health programs. “He 
was no friend of the technical education 
system either,” said a state college presi- 
dent of the dentist. "| can't think of any- 
thing distinguished he did."” 

He did distinguish himself with a 1977 
trip to South Africa paid for by that regime. 
With a few ill-considered remarks, the 
governor managed to outrage even other 
Republicans and set off demonstrations in 
the state capital. Carter's human-rights 
policy, Edwards told his hosts in remarks 
that quickly circulated back home, was “‘a 
little overdone,” and he added, “Black in- 
fluence in American politics prevented 
South Africa from receiving its fair share 
of sympathy and understanding.”’ 

When he returned to the state, facing an 
outraged black citizenry, Edwards blandly 
commented that he didn't ‘need to apolo- 
gize because | haven't made any remark 
| feel would offend anybody." Former 
GOP chairman Harry Dent joined the criti- 
cism along with the expected Democrats 
whom Edwards dismissed with the remark 
that they were worried because his admin- 
istration had been popular with both 
whites and blacks. The Democrats, he 
said, were afraid ‘some of those [black] 


The only thing better than Sambuca Romana 
is another Sambuca Romana. 


Spectacular liqueur—with the taste of wild elderberries. Unforgettable with 
three roasted coffee beans. Set it aflame for extra excitement Delicious on the 
rocks, with soda, in hot espresso or American coffee. For 58 spectacular ways to 
enjoy Sambuca Romana, each better than the other, write Palmer & Lord, Ltd, 
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voters might escape the Democratic plan- 
tation.” 

“He very definitely was a racist, in the 
traditional sense,” observed Rev. Robert 
Woods carefully. ‘He just refused to look 
beyond the idea that he and his friends 
were superior to us. We suffered a lot 
when he was the governor." 

Edwards was fond of proclaiming, of 
course, such timeworn conservative shib- 
boleths as “we've got fo get government 
out of the private lives of individuals” and 

‘off the backs of commerce in this coun- 
try” (April 1977). In the meantime, howev- 
er, he was all in favor of the government's 
propping up the faltering nuclear-energy 
industry. 

Although Edwards had spoken of 
“promising research programs on solar 
energy" at Clemson and the need for 

‘new approaches to finding alternate 
sources of energy" during his first State 
of the State address, observers witnessed 
a complete turnabout within a year. “We 
have no other source of energy” but nu- 
clear, he announced in February 1976. 
Earlier, he had said that he had ‘‘no res- 
ervations at all about safety aspects at 
the proposed nuclear-fuels reprocessing 
plant at Barnwell, S.C. (President Carter, 
citing both safety and plutonium prolifera- 
tion concerns—the worry that bomb- 
grade material could easily slip out of the 
plant as had happened elsewhere in the 
country—shut down the operation as one 


of the first moves of his administration.) 
In May 1977 Edwards moved forthright- 
ly into the promotion of nuclear power by 
establishing with an executive order the 
South Carolina Energy Research Institute, 
which was generally considered a front for 
the promotion of nuclear power in the 
State. The board of directors, which was 
supposed to represent a wide range of in- 
terested parties, turned out to represent 
only utilities and the business community. 
Edwards had always been cozy with the 
utilities, having endorsed South Carolina 
Electric and Gas Company's request for 
a whopping 25 percent residential rate in- 
crease as one of his first gubernatorial 
acts. By 1978 he liked to boast that the 
state was the world’s nuclear-power cen- 
ter, with five plants in operation and three 
more in various stages of construction. 
Still, even while the public's endorsement 
of nuclear power wavered and the utilities 
themselves began to retrench in the face 
of declining orders, Edwards jumped on 
the pronuke bandwagon, When Carter an- 
nounced withdrawal of federal support for 
the Barnwell fuel-reprocessing plant, Ed- 
wards took the occasion of a speech to 
the National Conference of Lieutenant 
Governors to scoff at concern that terror- 
ists could smuggle weapons-grade pluto- 
nium out of such a facility, "This idea that 
a high-school kid can go into the kitchen 
and manufacture a plutonium bomb is a 
bunch of hogwash,” he declared. 
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In March 1978 Edwards was appointed 
chairman of the Nuclear Energy Subcom- 
mittee of the National Governor's Associ- 
ation, and he began to lobby Washington 
in earnest. In the meantime, his political 
star had risen in right-wing circles with his 
endorsement of Ronald Reagan over Ger- 
ald Ford in the 1976 primary season. New 
Hampshire Gov. Meldrim Thompson, 4 
right-wing fanatic (who once said that he 
favored arming his National Guard troops 
with nuclear weapons), and Edwards 
were the only two Republican governors 
to come out early and strong for Reagan, 
with whom Edwards campaigned across 
the Southeast, In the general election, Ed- 
wards viciously attacked Jimmy Carter's 
call for amnesty for Vietnam draft evaders, 
Carter, he said, was a man who wanted 
to grant amnesty to “'yellow-bellies who 
were afraid to fight in Vietnam.” (In World 
War Il Edwards served in the U. S. Mar- 
itime Service.) 

Late last year such southern Republi- 
cans as Strom Thurmond and Jesse 
Helms were agitated with the Reagan tran- 
sition team when it appeared that no one 
south of the Mason-Dixon line seemed to 
be emerging as a candidate for a cabinet 
post, Edwards had at first endorsed the 
free-spending John Connally during the 
primaries, but apparently all could be for- 
given, After all, Edwards was one of them, 
a “Charleston Crazy” and thus a man who 
was prone to all the right thoughts: "The 
less the federal government has to do with 
problems,"’ he told reporters, ‘‘the better 
| like it. 

Except, of course, when the nuclear in- 
dustry had problems: over the past 30 
years, nuclear power had received $40 
billion in federal subsidies, the kind of 
“federal interference" Jim Edwards was 
all for. One of Edwards's first acts as the 
new energy secretary, in fact, was to an- 
nounce that he favored starting up new 
government subsidies to the Barnwell nu- 
clear fuels facility in South Carolina. 

That made headlines. So did the plung- 
ing morale of the Energy Department in 
the first few weeks of Edwards's tenure, 
as top spots remained unfilled, rumors of 
massive layoffs abounded, and the ad- 
ministration suffered its first spy scandal 

That was when DOE Consumer Affairs 
officer Tina Hobson went public with com- 
plaints that she had been forced out of her 
job into limbo with the solar and conser- 
vation office. The reason, she said, was 
that she had opposed plans by Edwards's 
key administrative assistant, Armand 
(“‘Rock"’) Reiser, to infiltrate a meeting of 
community consumer groups in Denver 
with undercover operatives. The matter 
was quickly picked up by Colorado Demo- 
cratic Congresswoman Patricia Schroe- 
der, who forced the DOE to reinstate 
Hobson. Reiser's _ high-handedness, 
Schroeder said, was “‘the first clear vio- 
lation of the civil-service laws during the 
Reagan administration.” 

"Jim Edwards and | knew that | would 
be his SOB,” Reiser volunteered in an in- 
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terview. “You have to break noses that 
have to be broken.” Described as abra- 
sive and hardworking by associates, 
Reiser soon drew the attention of congres- 
sional investigators—who became inter- 
ested in more than his work style. What 
they began to focus on was a half-million- 
dollar consulting contract Reiser had land- 
ed with the DOE just before Reagan 
announced that Edwards would run the 
department 

An investigation by Penthouse discov- 
ered that Reiser's “Creative Resources, 
Inc.," made an unsolicited proposal to the 
DOE to study attitudes toward radioactive- 
waste disposal among legislators, offi- 
cials, public-interest, and antinuclear 
groups in 17 states, many of them in the 
West, where future sites for waste dispos- 
al were being considered. Even though 
the DOE determined initially that the pro- 
posal was not a unique idea and thus was 
ostensibly open to bids from other com- 
panies, according to an official involved in 
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Referring to Reagan's 
promise to abolish the Eneray 
Department, one White House 

aide said, ‘He may have 
to do it right now, just to get 
rid of Jim Edwards.”’ 
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the negotiations, the DOE went ahead and 
approved a contract of more than 
$450,000 without any bidding. 

“Betty and |,"" Reiser told Penthouse, 
speaking of his wife, "thought up Creative 
Resources." Reiser said, they ap- 
proached an old friend, American Indian 
Ernest Coriz, who agreed to become 
president and majority stockholder of the 
company. In addition, Reiser hired the son 
of soon-to-be-chief of DOE Jim Edwards 
as his personal assistant. Young Edwards 
was straight out of college. Subsequently, 
DOE contracting documents described 
Creative Resources as “disadvantaged” 
and as a “minority-owned company.” 

Penthouse questioned Reiser sharply 
on these arrangements, and he at first re- 
fused to divulge the company's financial 
origins. Eventually, however, he acknowl- 
edged that he and Coriz cosigned a 
$30,000 loan from a Falls Church, Va., 
bank for the funding. A few weeks later, 
when Edwards's appointment was an- 
nounced, Reiser and Jim Edwards, Jr., 
quit the firm, and Reiser reportedly sold 
his stock rights to a friend for one dollar. 

Reiser apparently forgot about all this 
when he came to Washington and filled 


out his financial-disclosure form, as re- 
quired by federal statute. Nowhere did 
Reiser list income from Creative Re- 
sources or other sources totaling more 
than $100,000. in fact, the section was ini- 
tially left blank. After congressional inves- 
tigators questioned the DOE ethics officer 
about these omissions, the officer, Ralph 
Goldenberg, called Reiser in, questioned 
him, and filled in the blanks. Penthouse 
obtained the original and the revised fi- 
nancial-disclosure forms and laid them on 
the desk in front of Reiser. 

“Do you want us to believe that you for- 
got about that income, one hundred thou- 
sand dollars?" we asked. 

“It wasn't on my mind,” Reiser re- 
sponded. “It was a mental slip . . . There’s 
no excuse .. . | don't think it's such a big 
thing.” When we asked whether the form 
was now accurate, Reiser said it was 
“perfect.” 

Later, when Penthouse discovered the 
$30,000 bank loan and called back to "'re~ 
mind" Goldenberg and Reiser that this, 
too, should have been disclosed, the eth- 
ics officer rerevised this latest version of 
Reiser's financial-disclosure form. It 
hadn't, after all, been “perfect.” 

Coming to Washington was “a dream,” 
Reiser told us. Faced with a swelling 
probe of his affairs, however, Reiser, 
Penthouse was told, was making plans to 
leave the department by the end of April, 
The secretary of energy had lost his key 
aide under a cloud of suspicion. 

Meanwhile, Edwards was suffering oth- 
er reverses. On February 23 the usually 
well informed Energy Daily newsletter re- 
ported that “many” of Edwards's choices 
for slots in the DOE "have been turned 
down by the White House." At the same 
time, without waiting for approval, Ed- 
wards had installed Bechtel Corporation 
Vice-President Ken Davis as his deputy 
secretary at a desk in the seventh-floor in- 
ner sanctum. That move, it was reported, 
had “‘not won an instant ovation at the 
White House” either. 

Likewise, reports continued to sur- 
face—even from the White House itself— 
that Edwards was ''struggling” to master 
control of the DOE. In late January, after 
what was generally considered a disas- 
trous press conference, loaded with mal- 
apropisms and gaffes, Edwards was 
pulled at the last minute from a scheduled 
appearance on the MacNeil-Lehrer televi- 
sion show. A similar incident occurred in 
connection with a scheduled appearance 
on Issues and Answers. Then, on Febru- 
ary 18, reporters were first informed that 
Secretary Edwards would hold a press 
conference; later it was abruptly can- 
celed, ‘There was not enough information 
on the budget to warrant a press confer- 
ence," explained a department official. 

One White House aide ruefully summed 
up the disaster. Referring to Reagan's 
campaign promise to abolish the Depart- 
ment of Energy, he said: “The president 
may have to do it right now . . . just to get 
rid of Jim Edwards." O+-3 


The creature was what every bored married couple needs. 


PERFECT SOLUTION 


FICTION BY JAMES HOWARD KUNSTLER 


M veryone has a boogeyman. By the age of eight, most of 
E us will sleep agreeably with the light off or go down to 

MM the cellar on a dare; at ten we will venture alone in the 
woods by day; and at fifteen we will march undaunted down 
a country road at twilight, when shadows leave dark shapes in 
the shrubbery and unseen solitary birds cry fiercely (rom the 
treetops 


Al thirty, Betsy was light-years away trom the boogeyman of 
her Buburban girlhood, and it was not until months after she and 
Martin moved to the country that she became reacquainted with 
that elusive gentleman. And when she did, it was the surprise 
of her life. 

Her new situation in the country made her the envy of all her 
friends who remained behind in Boston and Cambridge, and 
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she never heard the end of it from her 
mother back in Scarsdale. 

“What | wouldn't give to be married and 
living in that house with a man like Martin,” 
Betsy's mother said over the phone, pos~ 
sibly for the third time, one fine June eve- 
ning when Betsy could look over the deck 
of'their reconstituted farmhouse and see 
the barn, where swallows dipped among 
the fireflies. 

“Mother,” Betsy replied in a tone of 
voice she might have used with her own 
child, if she had had a child, “that's just 
the thing: Martin's away half the time. It's 
not the way it was supposed to be." 

There was indeed some justice to 
Betsy's claim. When they'd bought the 
Property and set to work fixing and mod- 
ernizing the farmhouse, the idea was for 
Martin to use it as his headquarters. He 
was an architect, and one wing of the 
house was specifically redesigned as his 
studio, with great skylights overhead and 
yards of desk and countertop to spread 
his plans out on and a wonderful salvaged 
blue-and-white-enameled wood stove at 
the center to warm his working days. Bet- 
sy had a studio of her own, above the bed- 
oom, smaller than Martin's, certainly, but 
just the right size for her loom and shelves 
of exotic wools, cashmeres, alpacas, and 
vegelable-dyed domestic merinos. 

This had been the idea from the start: 
the house, a Self-sufficient hive of industry, 
the two of them busy with their hands and 
minds, intersecting lovingly as day fol- 
lowed day and month chased month 
through the mutable country year, hus- 
band and wife, side by side. 

Things sometimes work out the way we 
plan them, but more often than not they 
don't, And in Martin's case a downswing 
in the economy scuttled the market for the 
vacation homes he had hoped to make his 
design specialty, and he had to turn his 
skills to more mundane projects: a senior 
citizen's day-center, a fire department 
subslation, a public-works garage, and a 
Steak Nouse; and all these jobs kept him 
on the road. with their endless. mishaps 
and the botches by the low-bid contrac- 
tors, who had to be watched like little chil- 
dren. And so the dust gathered in Martin's 
Studio, which smelled of raw paint and not 
his cherry-blend tobacco, and Betsy could 
hardly bear her own studio with the rest 
of the house so still and cheerless. The 
loom remained empty, and mice made off 
with @ spool of alpaca to fortify their nests. 

{twas the very same June-evening of 
her mother's phone call that Betsy saw the 
boy steal into the barn. In the brief, linked 
moments that he crossed her field of view, 
he looked like one of those blond-headed 
wood spirits she remembered from the gilt 
and morocco-bound volume of English 
verse that was the favorite book of her 
childhood. She gazed out the window to 
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Betsy crept upward 
over him and lowered herself 
onto his hard body. 

He was astonishing, she 
thought. And she 
moaned, ‘‘Who are you?” 


2 


where he disappeared, not in fear, but in 
‘simple astonishment, and because he had 
appeared to be no more than a child, Bet- 
sy made up her mind to go out and see 
what he was doing there. 

The barn was one integral part of the 
property they hadn't got around to fixing 
up. It remained just as it was when they 
signed the purchase agreement, a weath- 
er-beaten ruin filled with assorted junk left 
over by God knows how many genera- 
tions of previous’ owners—a baby car- 
riage with rusted axles and papery 
canopy, discarded lots of cheap furniture 
with warped veneers. cracked mirrors and 
missing legs, more than one bicycle 
frame, bits of plastic junk that offended her 
for their durability as much as for their 
bright, unnatural colors, a wonderful fan- 
back chair painted the most stupendously 
hideous turquoise by some rustic dolt 
(and absolute hell to strip). 

The barn stank of old animal urine, 
though it had been decades since the last 
cow was turned out to pasture. But the 
slightly acrid smell of the ghost cows 
thrilled Betsy. To her it was the odor of an- 
other century, a connection between her- 


self and a nobler time. She played her 
flashlight around the corners and peeked 
into the half-dozen empty stalls. 

“Hello... 2" 

Then she caught him in the beam of 
light. Her body twitched spasmodically, 
and she drew in her breath. 

“Don't be afraid,” she said, as much for 
her own benefit as for his. 

He was kneeling on a slained, partly 
eviscerated mattress, an arm thrown up 
before his face to ward off the flashlight’s 
brutal glare. 

“Please, don't be afraid," Betsy said. 
He lowered his arm slightly, peeking over 
it. Betsy crept closer. He was wearing 
trousers of exceedingly coarse weave 
and a thin, yellowish shirt with only two 
buttons, and they were large, rough- 
carved wooden buttons at that, He was 
barefoot. 

“Who are you?” Betsy asked. 

The boy did not appear to understand 
her. The light held him in thrall. Betsy low- 
ered the beam and directed it to the gray 
floorboards beside the mattress. In the 
softer, less direct light, the boy's rigidly 
tense body slackened. 

“Do you live around here?" Betsy 
asked. 

The boy shrugged his shoulders. 

“Then you do understand me?” 

He nodded his head. 

“Tell me: who do you belong to?"" 

The boy's expression was bland, doc- 
ile; yet there was something else to it, per- 


haps its utter innocent simplicity, that © 


Betsy couldn't help interpreting as great, 
silent yearning. 

“| wish you'd tell me who you belong 
to," Betsy said again, and without any 
more hesitation the boy raised his arm and 
pointed at her. 

“You don't believe that any more than 
Ido," she said in a voice that came close 
to scolding. And with growing suspicion 
that she was addressing a very special 
type of beautiful idiot, Betsy next said, 
firmly and patiently, "I wish you did belong 
to me, or somebody like you did, but you 
don't, and I'm awlully afraid you can't stay 
here." 

The boy's eyes filled with tears, and he 
turned his tace to the mattress. in the mea- 
ger light Betsy watched the droplets fall 
into the soiled ticking and leave little gray 
spots, Without so much as thinking about 
it, a reflex really, she reached out and 
touched his damp cheek with the back of 
her hand. The boy looked up and crept 
closer on his knees. Betsy sensed that she 
ought to be afraid, and yet she wasn’t, not 
at all. In fact, she felt a vivid rising of her 
pulse that was anything but fear, And the 
next thing she knew, the boy was cradled 
against her, his thin shoulder pressed un- 
der her arm and his body quaking, She 
fan her fingers through the thick blond hair 


* that smelled of hay, and soon he stopped 
crying. Betsy's breath grew more irregu- 
lar. She felt his hand foraging In her shirt, 
felt him find her breast and cup it warmly, 
allowed him to slip it out of her shirt and 
suck on it gently as a child would. She 
rocked him back and forth, and soon she 
lay on her back on the mattress, the boy 
pressed to her, The light rolled out of her 
fingers and onto the floor. 

Then the boy was kissing her face, her 
eyes, her mouth, and she felt utterly se- 
tene as though the water of a tropical 
stream played over her flesh, His tongue 
found hers and twined with it, and she felt 
the bony mystery of his quavering body 
pressed upon the dish of her pelvis. 

Trembling with desire, she unfastened 
the peculiar buttons of his shirt and then 
his scratchy pants and held the cuffs as 
he slid his legs out. She rose on her 
haunches and tore at the zipper of her own 
Jeans, A button ripped as she hurried out 
of her shirt. The boy lay back on the mat- 
tress with a look of the utmost vacant ex- 
pectancy. Betsy put her hands on the hard 
organ. She could feel its pulse in the vein 
that ran along its underside, and she felt 
an irresistible desire to kiss it, to devour 
it. A sparse bush of hair grew just above 
where it joined his body, and it smelled 
like new grass. The boy reached forward, 
lifting her fine brown hair and watching It 
fall against his thighs. He kneaded her 
breasts, rolling the hardened nipples be- 
tween his fingertips. 

“Who are you?” Betsy moaned. 

She crept upward over him and lowered 
herself onto the shaft. He was astonishing, 
she thought, He remained hard minute 
after rocking minute, nothing like Martin's 
bearisn urgency, his brutal desperation, 
his selfish and disappointing gluttonizing. 
She felt utterly in control, and it was not 
long before the sheer arnazement of the 
idea brought her to a rippling climax, 
which she was able to repeat half a dozen 
times before she slid off the boy in exhaus- 
tion. 

She was about to ask him, in a new lov- 
er's uncertain and essentially foolish way, 
if he was satisfied, when the question, 
asked of someone apparently unable to 
even state who he was, struck her as ri- 
diculous. And in the next moment Betsy 
herself seemed to recover an idea of who 
she was, and dread ran a cold track along 
her spine. 

She dressed quickly, clumsily, telling 
him in that firm but quiet voice reserved 
for an idiot that he could sleep in the barn 
that night if he had nowhere else to go, but 
that she expected to find him gone in the 
Morning. And reaching for the flashlight, 

* she saw to her further amazement, and 
with a warm, spreading sensation in her 
chest, that the boy was already asleep, 
curled on his side with his face to the wall, 


The boy was a miracle 
in Betsy's life. Every day he 
conveniently vanished, 
and she ceased to worry at 
all that he would not 
return to the barn at night. 
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his shoulder rising and falling in estab- 
lished rhythm. 

The next morning, Betsy thaught about 
Calling the police in the village and report- 
ing the strange, mute boy. But something 
prevented her from making the calls, 
When shé went back out to the barn short- 
ly before noon. there was no sign of him. 
Her relief was undermined, though, by a 
feeling of loss for something secret and 
precious, and she worked in the garden 
behind the house all afternoon in the not 
entirely conscious hope that she would 
see him return, but he didn't 

In the evening the wind shifted, and low 
clouds scudded angrily over the hilltops. 
Night fell without the felicities of a twilight, 
The temperature plunged, and booms of 
distant thunder rattled the old blue patent- 
medicine bottles Betsy had lined up on top 
of a window sash. She was in bed a little 
later, trying without much success to read 
@ paperback book about love and sword- 
play in ancient Japan, when the impulse 
seized her to go to the barn. She took an 
old green blanket with her, as well as the 
flashlight, and the grass was cold belween 
her toes, 


“You're back!" she cried in a voice 
ringing with delight that surprised her. 

The boy merely nodded, his simpleton’s 
face as blank as a dumb animal's. 

She was too excited to rehearse the 
same questions that had been so unfruitful 
the night before, and as the lightning flick- 
ered through the barn's decaying walls, 
Betsy removed her clothes in a strange 
striptease that physically summarized for 
her all the improbable mystery and danger 
of secret love. The boy crept forward and 
buried his face in her hips like a calf seek- 
ing nourishment, She removed his ragged 
clothing and rode him like a mechanical 
horse for what seemed like hours, until the 
thunder stopped booming and rain 
ceased pecking on the high tin roof and 
the clean night air was full of ozone and 
Crickets. And when she was satisfied, Bet- 
‘sy once again left him in the barn, but this 
time with no scolding message to be 
gone. And each of the next three nights 
she came to him at the hour of twilight, and 
he was there. 

It was late Friday when Martin returned 
after a four-hour drive and a flat tire and 
a week of hassling, The first thing he want- 
ed was four fingers of Jim Beam on the 
rocks with a splash of soda, and the next 
thing he wanted was Betsy, Consumed 
with shame and fear, Betsy followed him 
to the bedroom, where Martin pinned her 
to the mattress and spent himself upon her 
like a mindless brute. In fact, the very im- 
age of a hirsute, slavering beast crowded 
her fearful imagination until the unspeak- 
able act was over. Afterward, they had 
dinner ina village bistro that catered to ski- 
ers in the wintertime and did a fair busi- 
ness with the upwardly mobile in the 
summer. The dining room was filled with 
couples much like her and Martin, Betsy 
noticed: healthy young Anglo-Saxons in 
stylish rustic apparel, the men tim and 
muscular with beards and carefully 
trimmed mustaches, the women with 
cheeks blooming like wildflowers Law- 
yers, doctors, architects, and their wives, 
Betsy thought. She wondered why she 
didn’t know any of them, and the idea 
teased her of going from table to table in- 
troducing herself. Hi, I'm Betsy. That's my 
husband, Martin, over there. And we'd like 
to make friends. ... But it was only @ va- 
grant idea, a crazy idea, and of course 
Betsy did no such thing, Martin was regal- 
ing her with horror stories of his week. of 
his riding herd on the numbskull contrac- 
tors. Betsy said “yes” and ‘uh-huh’ in all 
the right places, and Martin never had a 
Glue that she wasn't listening to a word he 
Said. 

The whole next week Martin was home, 
and their life together almost reasserted it- 
Self into the high-minded version of bucol- 
ic Happiness they'd envisioned when they 
moved there—except in the bedroom, 
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where Betsy continued to feel violated, 
And when the sheer pain, the revulsion of 
it, did not crowd the forefront of her mind, 
she could think only of the gentle, silent 
boy and wonder where he was (she had 
‘ceased to wonder who he was). And once 
again, Martin departed. The boy returned 
that same night. 

“I'm so glad you're hack!" Retsy cried, 
unbuttoning her cotton shirt with self-con- 
scious ceremony and then lifting her 
breasts wantonly in a gesture she hoped 
would excite him as much as it stirred her. 
She had brought a cardboard box of 
homemade cookies for him, chocolate 
chip, which she knew all boys loved, and 
he ate them ravenously as she squirmed 
ut of her tight jeans. She marveled at his. 
hunger but knew it was useless to ask any 
questions pertaining to his feeding habits 
or anything else, and she was quite caught 
up in hungers of her own. The oil lamp that 
she had brought from the house cast an 
especially lambent, otherworldly glow on 
his pale young face, and while he ate 
greedily, Betsy ran his big toe up and 
down the slippery surfaces between her 
legs. Soon, he had had enough to eat and 
put the box aside. 

He was a miracle in Betsy's life, fully 
equal to her discovery of love's physical 
nature itself years earlier. Every day he 
conveniently vanished, and Belsy ceased 
to worry at all that he would not return to 
the barn at night. And each night before 
their twining, she presented him with food. 
stuffs, some of them elaborate, which he 
would devour silently as a matter of 
course before satisfying her hunger, and 
it was altogether an arrangement that ren- 
dered her life magically complete, until 
Martin came home again. 

Itwas the third night after his return, and 
Betsy, with a headache, had gone to the 
bedroom af ten, She had managed to 
avoid his rank, overbearing embrace the 
first night by slyly and continually refresh- 
ing his glass with Jim Beam and then feed- 
ing him a leg of lamb roasted in rosemary 
and accompanied by a bottle of Mouton 
Cadet, which had the predictable effect of 
putting him to sleep on the sofa like a new- 
born babe. The second night, she com 
plained of menstrual cramps, knowing— 
without Martin's ever having so much as 
murmured an explicit word about it since 
the time they first became lovers, but 
knowing by the way he conducted him- 
selt—that he had a barbarian's childish 
aversion lo ensanguined female flesh. 
And this evening, the third since his return, 
when she announced the headache, Mar- 
tin himself had suggested a hot bath and 
bed with all the kindly forbearance of a 
doctor on a house call. He had, in fact, run 
the bath for her and fetched the aspirin 
from the windowsill over the kitchen sink. 
Betsy then went to bed and fell asleep to 
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Betsy ran the boy's 
big toe between her smooth 
legs. Soon he had 
had enough chocolate 
cookies to eat and put 
the box aside. 
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the comforting muffled voices of televised 
comedians emanating from the living 
room. 

When she woke, it took several painful 
minutes before she recognized the cause 
of her waking as the persistent, high- 
pitched hum that was coming from the oth- 
er room. 

“Martin?” 

The green-lighted dial of the clock radio 
said two-fifteen. He had fallen to sleep in 
front of the Carson show, no doubt. But 
if she woke him, turned off the set, and 
brought him to bed, there was the chance 
he might . . . Iry something. No, Betsy de- 
cided, better just leave him there. The 
brute could sleep through anything. In 
Cambridge, she remembered, he'd even 
slept through the morning jackhammers of 
the street-repair crew down on Mass Ave- 
nue. 

But Betsy could not sleep through any- 
thing, and the relentless hum was as mad- 
dening as a dog whistle, even through the 
pillows that she drew over her head. And 
just as it was about to give her a genuine 
headache, she realized with a prick of de- 
light that she could easily slip into the liv- 


ing room, turn down the volume knob, and 
return to bed alone. 

She quietly crept out of the bedroom. 
The television screen danced with bright 
electronic confetti, but she saw that the 
sofa was emply. 

“Honey?” she said. 

He was not in his studio either. Alarm 
welled through her like an infusion of a 
cold, astringent liquid. He was not any- 
where in the house. She threw a robe on 
herself and quickly hurried outside, care- 
ful to catch the screen door lest it slap 
against the jamb. 

A crescent moon spilled just enough 
blue light across the sky to outline the 
barn’s ragged roof, but creeping closer 
she could see a warmer, yellow light shin- 
ing between the loose slats of the build- 
ing's walls. She didn’t dare call out. But 
stealing forward onto the barn’s cold, 
powdery floor, she saw the upturned 
flashlight shedding its cone of illumination 
blindly into the gray corner. 

The girl kneeled on the ruined mattress 
and faced the baby carriage, behind 
which Betsy crouched in astonished ob- 
servation. Martin's black hair was tousied 
and his strong back a slab of areen and 
red flannel. 

“Do you belong to someone?” he 
asked. 

The girl wore a crude, cornmeal-col- 
ored shift of coarse cloth, It had fallen as- 
kew, and one small, bare shoulder 
glistened whitely in the oblique light. A true 
nipple, the color of a wildflower, was vis- 
ible just above the ragged neckline of her 
crude garment. 

“Twon'thurt you,” Martin said. “Just tell 
me who you belong to." 

Deliberately, but without any guileful 
change in her expression, the girl lifted her 
arm and pointed at him. The cry rising in 
Betsy's throat seemed to lack the will to 
become sound, and when she shuddered, 
it was with the most transforming sensa- 
tion, not of horror but of delighted amaze- 
ment, like the cry of one who has suddenly 
stumbled into the lap of a great and abid- 
ing mystery. 

The girl reached down with her arms 
crossed and pulled the shift over her head 
ina movement both sudden and adroit, re- 
vealing 4 body tully as tresh as a meadow 
full of berries in June. 

The rumble of Martin's breathing 
seemed to shake the very rafters, and he 
leaned forward to the girl's small, well» 
formed breast, Betsy thought, like a bull 
who has forgotten that he is no longer a 
calf but with a calf's yearning tenderness, 
and Betsy thought she had never seen 
anything so beautiful in all the years of her’ 
life. She was certain at once, as the night 
is long and heavy with the weight of 
dreams, that their future together would be 
perfect. Oty 
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lf you're a hostile, cruel, belligerent, ball- 
busting son of a bitch, you'll score well on 
this psychograph. The aggressive drive 
that fosters hostility is one of man’s most 
primordial impulses. It is, says British psy- 
chotherapist Anthony Storr, "‘as innate, as 
natural, and as powerful as sex." This quiz 
may tell you whether you have more than 
your share of it. 

Some analysts believe we are born hos- 
tile. A raging, hungry infant, they say, lit- 
erally attacks his mother's breasts-when 
he feeds. He could just be hungry, of 
course, but they suggest that he’s actually 
trying to tear apart those symbols of his 
total dependence. 

Researchers and psychological theo- 
rists have been studying hostility since be- 
fore Paviov began playing with dogs, but 
it was in the 1960s that interest in the sub- 
ject really picked up. Those were the days 
when everybody seemed angry. Every 
time you picked up a newspaper, some- 
one was getting blown up, shot up, or 
carved up with machetes. Names like Os- 
wald, Ruby, Speck, Calley, and Manson 
dominated the headlines Books like Kon- 
rad Lorenz's masterful On Aggression 
and Robert Ardrey's The Territorial Imper- 
ative rose to the top of the best-seller lists. 

Studies conducted since that time have 
revealed some interesting things. For in- 
stance, Dr. Monica Blumenthal and her 
colleagues at the Institute for Social Re- 
search of the University of Michigan found 
that almost half of all American men 
thought shooting was a good way to han- 
dle campus disturbances. One study of 
hockey players discovered that the most 
aggressive offensive players secrete hor- 
mones entirely different from those of their 
defense-minded teammates. A survey of 
women in prison confirmed the fact that fe- 
males are most hostile during the week 
before their periods (62 percent of all 
crimes committed by females occurred in 
that time span). Other research has linked 
violence and hostility to low blood sugar. 

In the last several years, our society has 
seemed to calm down. The hostilities so 
violently and publicly vented a decade 
ago may be turning inward. Instead of 
chewing each other up, we may be gnaw- 
ing on our own innards. One thing is for 
sure: our hostility may have gone under- 
ground, but it hasn't disappeared for 
good. As Anthony Storr says of us hu- 
mans in his book Human Destructiveness: 
“With the exception of certain rodents, no 
other vertebrate habitually destroys mem- 
bers of his own species. No other animal 
takes positive pleasure in the exercise of 
cruelly upon another of his own kind.” 

Hostility. it seems. is here to stay. 


1, Would you be more likely to agree or 
disagree with this statement: “Children 
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should be seen and not heard"? 
(a) agree 
(b) disagree 


Would you say that you have a lousy 
job? 


~ (a) yes, it's awful 


(b) it's not so great, but it's bearable 
(c) it's pretty good 
(d) no, it's extremely enjoyable 


How would you characterize this state- 
ment: “'It's more important in life to live 
by your wits than by your Drains; there 
are lots of bums walking around with 
doctorates"? 

(a) that's very true 

(b) that's somewhat true 

(c) as far as I'm concerned, it's false 


Do you have sexual fantasies in which 
you bind and beat women? 

{a) yes, often 

(b) sometimes: 

(c) rarely 


* (d) never 


6. 


7. 


8 


. When you're actually having sex, do 


you ever bind or beat women? 
(a) yes, often 

(b) sometimes 

(c) rarely 

(d) never 


Do you have sexual fantasies about de- 
grading women (for example, urinating 
or defecating on them)? 

(a) yes, often 

(b) sometimes 

(c) rarely 

(d) never 


When you're actually having sex, do 
you ever engage in the practices men 
tioned in the preceding question? 

(a) yes, often 

(b) sometimes 

(c) rarely 

(d) never 


Which of the following statements most 
closely reflects your attitude toward 
sexual foreplay: 

(a) | like sex to be relaxed, intimate, 
and gentle, with lots of soft fondling 
and caressing 

(0) I'm nota sadist, but | do like my sex 
with a hard edge to it; a little biting 
and scratching always gets the 
juices flowing 

{c) Biting, scratching, and rough activ- 
ity are essential to me during sex; 
in fact, | often have a hard time get- 
ting it up without that kind of activity 


. Which of these statements most close- 


ly reflects your feelings: 


10. 
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(a) Most people like me 

(b) Some people like me; some 
don'!—that's only natural 

(c) Some people like me, some don't, 
and it bothers me to have those 
people against me 

(d) Most people don't like me 


Have you often had to bear unfair bur- 
dens that others have shirked? 

(a) yes 

(b) no 


Would you basically agree or dis- 
agree with the following statement: 
“The most important thing in life is to 
be powerful and superior to other 
people’? 

(a) agree 

(b) disagree 


Do you often have fantasies about 
how you'd get back at the people who 
had screwed you In the past if you had 
power? 

(a) yes, often 

(b) sometimes 

(c) rarely or never 


Would you say that you're basically a 
sarcastic person? 

(a) yes 

(b) no ‘ 


Would you say the following state- 

ment characterizes your feelings: "I 

feel very uncomfortable when I'm in 

situations that | don't have complete 

control over"? 

(a) yes, very much so 

(0) somewhat 

{c) not really: there are always going 
to be things you can't control, and 
if you avoid them, you'll miss a lot 
of life 


Would you be more likely to agree or 
disagree with this statement: "'In life 
your objective should be not just to 
beat your enemies but to demolish 
them, to blow them completely out of 
the water"? 

(a) agree 

(b) disagree 


How do you feel about this statement: 
“A lot of racial and ethnic groups in 
this country don’t do their fair share; 
they take advantage of the rest of 
us"? 

(a) agree very much 

(6) agree somewhat 

{c) disagree somewhat 
(d) disagree very much 


Here are two groups of adjectives. If 
other people could pick only one of 
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23. 
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25. 


the groups to describe you, which of 
the two groups would you prefer they 
choose? 

(a) gentie, mild, weak, good 

(b) tough. hard, strong, bad 


. Do you think that you'd get a fair deal 


from the police if you had contact with 
them? 

(a) yes 

(b) maybe 

(c) no 


. Do you think that you'd get a fair deal 


from the courts if you had contact with 
them? 

{a) yes 

(b) maybe 

(c) no 


Do’you think that most large compa- 
nies and people in business are trying 
to cheat the public? 

(a) yes 

(b) no 


Haw da you feel about the following 
statement: ‘Most people in govern- 
ment are feathering their own nests; 
ey Sant give a damn about the peo- 
ple” 

(a) agree strongly 

(b) disagree strongly 

(c) agree somewhat 

(d) disagree somewhat 


Do you think most people lie a lot? 
(a) yes 
(b) no 


Would you be more likely to agree or 
disagree with this statement: "if you 
really want to teach people something 
and make sure they don't forget it, 
punishment is much more effective 
than kindness"? 

(a) agree 

(b) disagree 


What would you think of this state- 
ment; “Most people who come on as 
idealists are really just covering up; 
actually, they're as nasty and greedy 
as everybody else"? 

(a) very true 

(b) somewhat true 

(c) not true 


Do you think that most people who act 
friendly are just trying to get some- 
thing out of you? 

{a) yes, just about always 

(b) often that’s true, but it’s not always 


true 

(c) that’s sometimes true, but not 
usually 

(d) no, that’s rarely the case 


SCORING 

All the answers on this psychograph have 
been awarded point values that are listed 
below. To get your score, add up the 
points of the answers you chose 


t.a3, b0 

2.84, b2, ct, dO 
3.a3, D2, c0 

4.85, bd, c-2. 0 
§.a7, b5, c3, 4-0 
6&a7, bS c2, dO 
7. a-10, b7, c3, d-0 
8280, D3, Cd 

900 bO 2. dS 
10. a-3, bO 

li.a4, bo 

12, a-5, 63, c0 

13, a-4, b-O 

14, a-4, b2, c0 

15. a-4, b-0O 

16.25, b3, cf, dO 
17, 2-0,  b4 

16. a4, b2, 0 

19. a-4, b2, c0 
20. a-4, b0O 
21.a4, bO, 3, dt 
22.a-4, bO 
23. a4, b-O 


24.405, bd3, o0 
25. a-5, b-4, C1, d-0 


If you scored 101-116 points: 

You don't like anybody. You seem to have 
@ grudge against just about everyone and 
every institution in our society. If your an- 
swers reflect your true feelings, you would 
seem to be a cauldron seething with re- 
sentment and antagonism. Life may in- 
deed be nasty, but it couldn't possibly be 
as bleak as you seem to envision it. Take 
it easy: men with extraordinarily high hos- 
tility levels are fascinating. This group pro- 
duces all those schizoid, paranoid, and 
psychopathic types that keep shrinks and’ 
mental hospitals in business, but it also in- 
cludes some of the most successful men 
in history. It seems that you can't be a Na- 
poleon without enormous reserves of hos- 
tility. Many a mogul has used his paranoia 
as the fuel to propel him to the top. In the 
meantime we'll keep you in mind if we're 
ever looking for someone to run a Nazi 
prison camp. 

73-100 points: 

Like men in the above category, you 
would seem to have a great store of hos- 
tile and aggressive feelings inside you. 
Paradoxically, men with high amounts of 
aggression often act just the opposite of 
how we might expect them to. Sometimes 
they come across as being cold and aloof; 
sometimes they cover up their true feel- 
ings by being overly considerate and in- 
sipidly meek. When they adopt either of 
these guises, they sometimes have trou- 
ble forging successful relationships with 


women. Remember: a little meekness and 
a litle agressiveness make a man anex- 
citing lover. Too much of either is weird. 
If you feel that your hostility is getting the 
better of you, you could try some things 
which seem to reduce hostility. People in 
small towns usually have lower aggres- 
siveness scores. If you have a choice, you 
might want to avoid living in a big city, 
which could bring aut the worst in you. A 
Job in which you are your own boss—and 
not competing with others at the same lev- 
el—could also be for you. 
45-72 points: 
You séem to have a moderate amount of 
hostility. The questions you scored high- 
est on will give you a clue to the sort of 
things that irritate you the most, You are 
the type of person who gets righteously 
wrathful when he feels he has been 
wronged, but you don't see conspiracies 
against you around every corner. A cer 
tain level of aggressiveness is necessary 
for success In bed and achievement on 
the job, but you've got to use it construc- 
tively. If you voice your hostilities too loud- 
ly and too often, you'll look like an ogre. 
if you bottle them up entirely, they'll eat 
away at you and you may become de- 
pressed and discouraged. Moderation in 
all things, as they say, is the key. 
16-44 points: Y 
You are the model of an even-tempered 
gentleman. When people screw you, you 
don't lash out In vitriolic frenzy. You go 
about your business assuming (as is prob- 
ably correct) that they have a problem, nat 
you. Oh, you get mad from time to time, 
but it's with good reason and not because 
of some long-simmering hostility lurking 
within you. You probably have a strong 
sense of self. You don't believe strongly 
in retribution. You'll turn the other cheek, 
not because you're a weakling or a saint, 
but because you know it's not worth the 
effort. You've got your own goals and in- 
terests to pursue. Settling old scores con- 
sumes energy that could be put to better 
use elsewhere, But don't think that your 
mild manner will keep people from trying 
to provoke you. Your sense of your own 
worth exasperates and intimidates inse- 
cure people. They are uneasy dealing with 
someone whose hostilities and resent- 
ments can't be manipulated. 
0-15 points: 
You are so peaceable that you'd make 
Mahatma Gandhi look like a militarist. You 
are so free of hostilities that it's eerie, 
You're downright angelic. Maybe you're 
dead. Or asleep. In any case, it's a plea- 
Sure to meet someone who's so free of the 
frustrations that make the rest of us mean 
and nasty People probably don't value 
you enough. They should. You're a rare 
commodity, and the rest of us could learn 
something from you.O+— 
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GOOD Ol’ BOY 


CONTINUED FROM PAGE 108 


couldn't stand the tedious return to tree 
trimming. He scraped together all he 
owned and drove to California, looking for 
something that offered high pay in ex- 
change for high risks, something that re- 
quired skill, daring, and a little craziness. 
He considered smokejumping but chose 
treetopping, one of the most dangerous 
jobs in the logging industry. Boredom nev- 
er had a chance to set in after that, Within, 
a short period of time he had been bashed 
up in the treetops and nearly killed in an 
accident. And he finally broke his leg while 
working on the ground. 


THE FEATURE ATTRACTION 
While recovering trom the leg injury, he 
got to be friends with a part-time stuntman. 
who helped him find stunt work on his first 
movie, The Spirit of St. Louis. 

“I got paid eighty-seven hundred dol- 
lars for three weeks’ work, more than | 
used to make in a year. | thought | was 
stealing money off them. They told me | 
was doing such a great job that they'd 
keep me busy, but as soon as the film was 
over, | couldn't get in the office, It's like 
the old saying: "You play ball with me and 
V'll shove the bat up your ass." | thought 
| had leprosy. Couldn't get a job in Hol- 
lywood for nine months, because | didn't 
know anybody. | was just lost. | consider 
myself a good ole boy and figure: if you 
want five, here, I've only got ten, but you 
can have half of it. But Hollywood didn't 
Open up to strangers, and the older stunt- 
men didn't want any new competition 
That hasn't changed. It's one of the things 
Hooper was about 

For the better part of a year. Needham 
tried, without success, to get a job in the 
film industry, supporting himself by tend- 
ing bar and selling off most of his posses- 
sions. He finally managed to get an 
“extra” card, which brought him regular 
work, It also gave him the opportunity of 
meeting people who might get him further 
jobs. His big break came through the late 
Richard Boone, star of “Have Gun Will 
Travel,’ the classic Western television se- 
ries of the fifties and sixties. 

“They had this big stunt to do, but 
Boone had fired his stuntman. | went up 
to him and told him | was the best in Hol- 
lywood, except nobody knew it yet. | did 
three pretty nice stunts for him, and | 
guess he liked it, ‘cause | worked five and 
a half years on the show. 

“I quickly realized that if | was going to 
get anywhere, | had to be the best at what- 
ever | was up for, So | started training my- 
self whenever | wasn't working. I'd gotten 
so | could watch a guy whenever | was 
working on a set, memorize his stunt, then 
go home and try to improve on it. | bought 
@ horse and learned how to do falls trom 
it. Then | bought myself a big circus net 
and put it under a tree in which I'd built 
platforms every five feet or so, learning to 
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do every kind of fall | could remember see- 
ing and inventing others.”” 

While Needham was breaking into the 
stunt fraternity, a young actor named Burt 
Reynolds was just getting started in tele- 
vision “| had been working in New York, 
doing acting some days and stunt work on 
others,’ Reynolds recalls. “But | was 
cocky and wanted to be a TV star and was 
getting tired of being set on fire: so | fig- 
ured I'd go to California and be the next 
Robert Horton. | met Hal when | was doing 
a TV series called ‘Riverboat. Because | 
had a contract to do the show, they didn't 
want me to do my own stunts so Hal was 
brought in to double for me. 

“When Hal introduced himself,"" Reyn- 
olds continues, “I told him | was going to 
do my own stunts. He didn't have any ego 
problems; so while | was falling down 
stairs and crashing through windows, 
he'd just sit on the sidelines and collect 
his check at the end of the day.”* 

“That was the easiest work | ever did,"* 
Needham says. “And it gave me a chance 
to think of other ways of attracting atten- 
tion to myself.” 

“He was pretty wild in those days,” 
Reynolds says. "| remember going over 
to his house after we got to be friends and 
being amazed at what went on in his back- 
yard. It was like a circus out there. A bunch 
of stuntmen and would-be stuntmen used 
to go over there and practice their craft. 
There would be five guys doing falls out 


of the tree and two others riding around 
on motorcycles and crashing into each 
other. They would be doing fights, horse 
falls. acrobatics, everything they wanted 
to learn." Hal had started it to show pro- 
spective employers what he was capable 
of doing, but it served another purpose: 
it spawned a new generation of stuntmen 
who used their brains to figure out the best 
way of doing a stunt without getting hurt, 
instead of just jumping off a building and 
hoping to walk away from it, He had come 
in at the tall end of the wild stuntman days 
and was the first of the new breed. which 
gave him an incredible edge. 

“Of course, he wasn't always the smart- 
est," Reynolds is quick to point out, 
“Since he started directing, his brain has 
been catching up to his career, but when 
he was trying to break into stunting, he 
tried some awfully crazy things to attract 
attention.’* His most outrageous feat was 
on a television series called “You Asked 
for It" a 1950s predecessor of “That's In- 
credible!"’, in which people wrote in, ask- 
ing to see weird things like a man who 
could eat fifty hot dogs. "Well, the show 
got a letter saying they'd heard of a guy 
named Hal Needham who jumped out of 
@ plane to tackle another guy off a horse, 
Of course. you know who wrote the letter 

“Well, Hal did the stunt," says Reyn- 
olds, “which ironed him and the horse out. 
The rider was hit so hard he thought he 
was in Bermuda. Hal's mother was there, 
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Saks Fifth Avenue, New York, N.Y. 
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EVELYN RAINBIRD 

Sensual Lingerie Outlet 

28 Bergen Street 

Englewood, N.J. 07631 (201) 568-6181 


162 | PENTHOUSE 


and when it was through, she came over 
and asked, ‘Did you hurt that horse?’ 

After a while Needham became one of 
the most popular stuntmen in Hollywood, 
because he made stars look great on 
screen. Dressed in their clothes and doing 
their dangerous bits, many of which he de- 
veloped especially for them, as far as the 
world was concerned he was them. Within 
a couple of years he was working regu- 
larly on “Have Gun Will Travel" (in which 
he developed the flying dropkick for Rich- 
ard Boone), “Laramie,” and “Gun- 
smoke." It was during this period that he 
started working with Andrew McLaglen, 
who was directing “Gunsmoke” and 
“Have Gun.” They developed an excel- 
lent working relationship, and when 
McLaglen moved into feature films, he 
brought Needham along as stunt coordi- 
nator. 

Needham worked with McLaglen 
throughout the sixties, bolstering the di- 
rector's otherwise pedestrian films with 
such spectacular action sequences as the 
fire-fighting scenes in The Hellfighters, the 
3,000-horse stampede in The Undefeat- 
ed, and the mud fight in McLintock! But 
though McLaglen had moved Needham 
up from stuntman to stunt coordinator, he 
never gave him the coveted screen credit 
of second-unit director, which he de- 
served. “McLaglen was like a father figure 
to Hal," Reynolds recalls, ‘But Hal could 
never say anything about it. He's just not 
built that way. | feel McLaglen should have 
said something, explained why he didn't 
do it, ‘cause Hal was hurt by it.”’ 

Having been largely responsible for his 
mentor's reputation, Needham smarted at 
the inequity of the situation. Fed up, he 
moved on, leaving McLaglen to struggle 
through a series of routine, mediocre tele- 
vision and feature films. 

By the end of the sixties, Needham had 
become the leading stuntman and action 
coordinator in Hollywood, “With all the dif- 
ficulties I'd had in just getting into the busi- 
ness. | never dreamed of becoming a 
director.” His work with director Arthur 
Penn on Little Big Man made him think 
twice, though, "I hadn't had much chance 
to go beyond the fast type of stuff I'd done 
for Andy McLaglen, but a second-unit di- 
rector has to know what the director wants 
and has to be able to fit his shots into his 
director's style.’ The task was a lot harder 
with Penn than it had been with McLaglen. 
Penn (Alice’s Restaurant, Bonnie and 
Clyde) was a subtle director, and Need- 
ham had to stretch himself to mesh his 
own previously-straightforward style with 
Penn's delicately photographed re-cre- 
ation of the Old West. As a result, the Little 
Big Man action sequences still carried 
Needham's stamp but had evolved into 
lyrical, elegiac, almost abstract dreams. 

“Ever since I'd begun in films, | had al- 
ways tried to learn as much as | could 
about how they were made, When a lot of 
the other guys were playing cards or goof- 
ing off with the ladies, | was paying atten- 
tion to what those damned cameras were 


doing and watching others do their jobs. 
But with Penn | started to wonder about 
things | hadn't thought of before, ques- 
tions | didn't know how to answer, In order 
to answer them, | realized I'd have to be- 
come a director. From that time | concen- 
trated on that goal.” 

Though his career was advancing rap- 
idly, Needham's personal life was trou- 
bled, and after a long period of discussion 
he and his wife were divorced. "Needham 
isn't the type to call when things are going 
poorly,"” says Reynolds. “He's always 
been the kind of guy who's able to give 
enormously but who doesn't know how to 
accept things from others. So after he 
broke up with his wife, | didn't hear from 
him. But | found out he was living in his 
car. | had just bought what could be called 
a palatial estate in Beverly Hills and had 
more space than | knew what to do with. 
Itold him to come and stay a few days until 
he straightened himself out, and as he 
walked into my house, his only comment 
was ‘| deserve this.’ That was about ten 
years ago. He was going to stay a few 
days, but like the man who came to din- 
ner, he's been living here ever since."’ 

In addition to stunting for Reynolds, 
Needham also served as stunt coordina- 
tor and second-unit director on most of the 
films he made in the seventies. The Need- 
ham-orchestrated excitement, matched 
with Reynold’s charm and acting abilities, 
made the actor one of the leading stars of 
the decade. Happily, Reynolds was able 
to return the favor by getting Smokey and 
the Bandit into production, a feat beyond 
Needham’'s grasp at the time. 

“| had begun writing years earlier, try- 
ing to come up with something | really un- 
derstood, something | could do better than 
anyone else. | wasn't an actor's director, 
But | sure as hell knew how to get people 
excited by a stunt or a chase or some- 
thing. So| thought, What made people see 
Bullitt? \t was the car chase. People still 
talk about it after all these years. So | fig- 
ured if they could do one chase, | could 
do half a dozen, and make that half-dozen 
better and different from anything they'd 
ever seen before.”’ 

Smokey was a logical choice for Need- 
ham’s directional debut. A chase film to 
end all chase films, it followed the adven- 
tures of "The Bandit” (Burt Reynolds's CB 
“handle"’) as he attempted to run a truck- 
load of contraband Coors beer from Tex- 
as to Louisiana. Fast-paced, funny, and 
lacking any pretense to reality, it proved 
to be one of the most successful films ever 
made. Since it came at the height of the 
CB craze, even truck drivers helped pub- 
licize it via their two-way radios. 

A couple of weeks before Smokey 
opened, Needham was as nervous as any 
director making his debut and, unsure that 
the film would be a success, decided to 
do something outrageous, something 
people would definitely remember him for. 
His stab at immortality came in the form 
of a specifically designed rocket car. 
Needham was planning to break both the 


sound barrier and the world-land-speed 
record. "That will put me in a very exclu- 
sive club," he said at the time, "Like Lind- 
bergh or the astronauts, It's something 
they're going to see in the history books 
when they throw dirt on old Hal's face. To 
me that means something. It's a kind of im- 
mortality.”’ 

He tried to gain that immortality in 2 
three-wheeled vehicle shaped like a mis- 
sile, Built by Bill Fredericks, the car was 
Powered by a rocket that developed 
48,000 horsepower in five milliseconds, 
the wink of an eye, The car was supposed 
to go up to 750 miles per hour and back 
down fo zero in 44 seconds, aided by 
three rear-mounted parachutes. which 


missed the record; so | backed off the ac- 
celerator and started to coast down. When 
the time came, | hit the chute release but 
nothing happened. | was going three hun- 
dred and fifty miles an hour with no fucking 
parachute.” 

"| was at the end of the run," Bobby 
Bass remembers, “and saw Hal go by. 
The chute had failed, and the safety nets 
we had rigged didn't stop him either. He 
ran off the speed zone and onto a dry lake- 
bed in the desert. | jumped in a car and 
took off after him as fast as | could, but 
he was going over three hundred, and | 
could only manage around one-twenty, | 
was afraid he'd keep going and get lost 
in the desert or hit something and get to- 


DOCUMENTARY CO-FEATURE 
“Needham's the best roommate in the 
world," Burt Reynolds says, “because | 
never see him. He's always out with two 
barmaids or three or four women he met 
somewhere or other. The only time | see 
him is when we're buying a race car or 
preparing to doa film. Then we're together 
all the time, and it’s fun. I've never asked 
him for any rent, at first because he didn't 
have the money, later because he had just 
become a feature in the house. But one 
day in he came, carrying a brown paper 
bag. ‘Taxes are eating you up,” he said, 
grinning from ear to ear. ‘So | thought I'd 
help out.’ And he dumped twenty-five 
thousand dollars in small bills on me and 


slowed it down. 
When the run was 
attempted, Need- 
ham failed. The 
story given out in 
the summer of 
1977 was that the 
car had malfunc- 
tioned, bul now he 
tells a more sinis- 
ter version. 

“I had been do- 
ing so well as a 
stuntman that a toy 
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walked out. 
“Hal has mel- 
lowed over the 


years," Reynolds 
explains. "He has 
gotten responsi- 


ble. But even a 
short time ago he 
was still into that 
macho shit of his."’ 

Needham felt 
the need to prove 
himself again and 


company came 
out with a Hal 
Needham stunt 


doll for kids. They 
knew | wanted to 
break Ihe world- 
land-speed _rec- 
ord: and so as a 
publicity stunt they 
bought the seat for 
me to drive for the 
man’s record. But 
the day the chutes 
arrived, it was dis- 
covered that acid 
had been poured 
on them and only 
the last, and small- 
est, was workable. 
| can't prove who 
did it, but I'd bet 
my life on it." De- 
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again, not only in 
films but also in 
daily life, just to 
show the younger 
stuntmen coming 
up inthe ranks that 
he was still the 
king. Needham 
says, "There were 
eight or nine guys 
who were always 
looking for my job; 
so| had to keep on 
‘outsmarting them 


and —outworking 
them. | had to go 
into situations 


where it was really 
dangerous and he 
as calm as could 
be, Make them 
fuckers think that 
my nerves were 


spite the loss of 
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two chutes, Need- 
ham decided to try the run anyway. Can- 
nonball stunt coordinator Bobby Bass, 
‘one of Needham's many protégés, was 
there to waich Hal make the run, but not 
his family, 

David Needham, Hal's son, recalls the 
episode and why he did not attend. "All 
the time | was growing up, | remember 
seeing my father coming home from work 
with broken arms, broken legs, sprained 
fingers, and so on. It became a routine that 
the family got used to. But this was differ- 
‘ent. We didn't want to see him dig his own 
fifteen-mile-long grave." 

Needham got in the rocket car and hit 
the button, and off he went, with Bobby 
Bass waiting at the finish line. “| got up to 
a high speed,"’ Needham says, "but just 


taled. Tears were streaming down my 
face, and | couldn't see anything with all 
the dust the rockel car was churning up, 
but | finally found him and helped him out 
of the car. | was never so glad to see any- 
one in my life." 

After the phenomenal success of Smo- 
key and his other films, Needham's long- 
hoped-for place in the history books has 
been assured. Though he ended up 
buying the racing car to help out its finan- 
cially broken designer, Bill Fredericks, he 
didn't go for the record again himself, 
much to the relief of friends and family. In- 
stead, he passed the honor on to Stan 
Barrett, who set the record and went on 
to become one of Needham's drivers for 
the race-car team he is organizing 


that | had no blood 
in my veins, that I'd try anything, 

“One time we were on location in Tuc- 
son, and Alan Gibbs, one of the stuntmen 
| had trained, came into my room at the 
end of the day. | took off my boots and 
kicked them across the room, and they 
landed side by side, standing up. He 
jumped up on the bed and sprang up and 
down four or five times, then leaped 
across the room and landed right on top 
of my boots. He said, "You fuck up one 
time, Needham, and |'ll be in these.’ He's 
younger than me and very talented. | said, 
“You fit in those, asshole, and I'll have a 
bigger pair. You just get ready for them." 
When you're number one, you have to 
maintain your superiority, That's why | did 
the truck jump." 
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Always aware of his need for domi- 
nance of the stunt field, Needham attempt- 
ed something so dangerous that no one 
else would be likely to ‘try it: he fitted a 
rocket engine onto the back of a pickup 
truck and jumped It across the Los Ange- 
les River for a Ford Motor Company sales 
presentation. "It was a new piece of 
equipment, but that was not the reason 
thirty stuntmen showed up to see the 
stunt,"" Needham states. ‘I! don't know 
whether they came out to watch the king 
of the stuntmen get killed or to watch 
someone do something they wouldn't 
want to do, but it was a tribute, and | man- 
aged to stay ahead of all of ‘em again." 

He stayed ahead of the competition, but 
he did it with a broken back, cracked 
when the truck landed. “Hal's got the 
highest tolerance for pain I've ever seen,” 
Reynolds says. "He's not against using 
painkillers to get the job done; so there 
have been times I've seen him eat Perco- 
dans like M&Ms to gel through a day. But 
it never affects his work. Or his personal- 
ity, When he broke his back in the truck 
jump, he had to stand up in the hospital 
while doctors drained his back with a nee- 
die, which hurt like hell. Two nurses held 
his legs while the needle was put in, and 
though Hal didn't cry out, the pain was so 
bad that he lost bladder control and soiled 
his legs*and their hands. As the needle 
was being pulled out, he looked down at 
one of the nurses and said, ‘| guess asking 
you for a date now would be out of the 
question.’ Five days later he was at work 
‘on a film in Mexico," 


There is a scene in Hooper in which 
some stuntmen are talking about their 
stunt coordinator. They say it's too bad he 
became the king, because before they 
could go out and have a beer with him, 
but now it's not the same. It's not the type 
of situation Needham would have in his 
life, either, but a gap appears when a man 
gets ahead, especially when he reaches 
the success Needham has attained 

“It's really strange," Needham says, 
“because | don't feel I've changed that 
much, But people have withdrawn, leav- 
ing me isolated. | get fucking stuntmen 
now who call me’sir’ that used to say, ‘Lis- 
ten, asshole.’ | try to correct them. | say, 
‘Listen, you son-of-a-bitch, what do you 
mean, ‘sir’? | don't go for that bullshit, that 
ego crap. I'd rather be treated the same 
as always. | Know that things are all right 
when guys call me Cecil B. De Needham. 
That's said out of love." 

“Hal's never wanted to hear that he's 
@ great stunt coordinator, a great second- 
unit director, a great director," Reynolds 
says. “All he’s wanted to hear was that 
he's fast, even when some of us saw there 
was more to his work than just the action 
when Little Big Man came out. He's gotthe 
soul of an artist, but he hasn't given him- 
self the chance to become an artist, be- 
cause he still thinks of getting things done 
as quickly and efficiently as possible. Can- 
nonball is as commercial a film as I've 
ever made, but | can't say I’m particularly 
proud of it. | just hope and pray that the 
next film he does isn't Cannonball Il. | 
would much prefer that he takes a chance, 


whether it makes money or not. He's got 
a great Western inside of him, as good as 
The Searchers, | think. He’s not paying 
any rent. He could take a year to write it, 
make it work. | just don't want to see him 
going on making Smokey and the Bandit 
Meet Myrna‘Loy in New York for Cocktails 
for the rest of his life," 


SEQUEL? 

The greatest irony of Hal Needham’ life 
is that he insists on earning his own way 
through everything. When the young 
Needham fed the young and out-of-work 
Reynolds night after night because the ac- 
tor didn't have the money to buy his own. 
food, that was all right. When he gives up 
his salary on a television movie so his 
crew can be paid more, that's par for the 
course. He has given and given all his life, 
and now, when he needs to make the cru- 
cial step from action films to serious, or at 
least more artistic, works, he can’t bring 
himself to ask the people he’s done so 
much for to help him out. "The Western 
| want to make would cost so much it 
would be impractical,” he says. But what 
he wouldn't consider would be asking 
those he’s supported to work for scale so 
they could repay him for all he's done. 

Needham may have overcome many of 
his macho tendencies, but the deep-root- 
ed streak against ‘‘charity" is a tough one 
to crack. “It’s quite possible that the first 
time Hal will think about this will be when 
he reads this article,"" says Reynolds. 

His friends will help, but it's up to Need. 
ham to have the guts to ask.O+-—q 
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The grueling 24-hour Pepsi Challenge 
at Daytona is the official start of the 1981 Camel GT series. 
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IMSA js the International Motor Sports 
Association. Founded in 1969 by John 
Bishop, inten years it has become the 
major organizer of professional sports car 
racing in North America. 

The car is a Porsche 935. If the road- 
going 911 doesn’t have enough hair on its 
chest for you, rest assured, the Momo/ 
Penthouse 935 racer does. With a 
weight of only 2,400 pounds and a twin 
turbocharged 750-horsepower engine, it 
is a vehicle of singular purpose. The sole 
reason for its existence is to click off the 
fastest possible laps around the world's 
toad-racing circuits. 

The Camel GT is IMSA’s top class, open 
1o highly modified, production-based 
sports and grand-touring cars. The Mo. 
mo/Penthouse Porsche, owned and driv- 
en by Italian steering- and road-wheel 
manufacturer Gianpiero Moretti, the 
founder of Momo S.P.A,, won the last two 
Camel GT races of the 1980 season. 

The 24-Hour Pepsi Challenge at Dayto- 
na marks the start of IMSA's 1981 Camel 
GT series and is the first round in the 
World Championship for manufacturers 
as well, It is America's most prestigious 
and demanding endurance contest. 

From a spectator's viewpoint, the Day- 
tona International Speedway is unique. 
Unlike oller road-racing venues, it offers 
the fan in the grandstands at Daytona a 
chance to see every foot of the 3.94-mile 
circuit. The road course combines the big 
two-and-one-half-mile-high banked oval, 
where the NASCAR stockers compete, 
with a serpentine ribbon of switchbacked 
pavement through the infield. 

For the cars and drivers, the combina- 
lion of oval and road course presents 
some special problems. With the vars’ 
ultrawide, sticky tires and aerodynamic 
shapes, the driver doesn’t lift his foot off 
the gas for the high-banked turns. As far 
as the engine is concerned, it's just a two- 
mile straightaway. 

The torture of the engine isn't the only 
factor the racers must be concerned with, 
though, The suspension system on a race 
car is adjustable so that the vehicle can 
be tuned to a particular track, The problem 
at Daytona is that if the mechanics set the 
Suspension up so that the race car is sta- 
ble while going flat out around the bank- 
ing, the car won't be able to negotiate the 
twisty infield quickly enough. The trick is 
to adjust the suspension so that the car is 


(upper left) Watching the action, Penthouse Pet 
Dominique Mauré and Gianpiero Moretti, own- 
egdriver of the Momo/Penthouse Porsche. 
(rght) The Momo/Penthouse pit crew work on 

vthe car during a Daytona pit stop. (below) 
Charles Mendez, codriver of the Momo/Pent- 
house Porsche 935 and president of the Sebr- 
ing International Raceway, trailing llames from 
the exhaust during the Daytona race. 


manageable on the banking but still rea- 
sonably fast through the infield. 

Moretti and his Momo/Penthouse crew 
spent the week before this year's 24-hour 
race tuning the car and preparing it for the 
twice-around-the-clock grind Midway 
through the week he invited me to take a 
few laps around the track with him in the 
Porsche. 

The race car nas the same floor pan and 
basic unibody that the street-gaing 
Porsche 911 SC does, But by the time 
Reinhold Joest, the West German race car 
builder, had finished with it, there wasn’t 
even a Seal for a prospective passenger. 
Moretti’s mechanics had to bolt in a sec- 
‘ond racing seat for me and install an ad- 
ditional set of safety harnesses. Wearing 
a Simpson firesuit and helmet, | had to 
brace my feet against the fire extinguisher 
bottle that occupies the passenger's 
footwell. 

The interior of the car, painted battle 
ship gray, is more reminiscent of a fighter 
plane than of the luxurious grand-touring 
machine on which it is based. There is no 
sound insulation, and as the car warms up 
in the pit lane, the loud whine of the cam- 
shaft drive chains Is clearly audible over 
the sound of the exhaust. 

Moretti trundles the car out of the pits, 
bul as we enter the infield portion of the 
course, he nails the throttle. It's like talling 
off a building, the car accelerates so fast, 

Out onto the oval portion of the course, 
the Momo/Penthouse Porsche quickly 
gathers speed. The 31-degree banking, 
as steep as an expert ski slope, seems as 
tall as a mountain to an observer standing 
at its base. But from inside the car that is 
Covering the length of a football field every 
second, the banking seems as narrow as 
an alley. We touch 200 mph as we tra- 
verse the main straightaway. 

The lap takes less than two minutes, It 
leaves me breathless. Moretti and his co- 
drivers and competitors will do this for a 
day and a night. 

The competition at Daytona includes 
more than a dozen other Porsche 935s, 
a handful of Ferraris, a score of Corvettes 
and Camaros, and several BMW MIs, in- 
cluding the Kenwood Car Stereo-spon- 
sored factory car, driven by David Hobbs. 
a Veteran English driver. The dark horses 
are a trio of Lancia Turbos. Despite giving 
up 300 horsepower to the Porsches, the 
little Lancias aced the German marque out 
for the World Championship of Makes last 
year. and their freight-trainlike reliability 
makes them a factor to be reckoned with. 

The race proves difficult for the Momo/ 
Penthouse team. A piston melts during the 
fifth hour. Rather than repair it, they re- 
place the entire $40.000 engine. It is dark 
when Moretti returns to the track. The cars 
have superb lighting systems, but at the 
‘speeds at which they travel, it is hard to 


Judge the corners in the infield, and on the 
banking the problems are even worse. 
Driving through the bowl-shaped banking, 
the headlights reach only a hundred feet 
or so ahead of the car. All that is visible 
to Moretti as he whips through the banking 
at 190 mph is the taillights of the cars that 
he is overtaking, 

His race ends suddenly, in the early 
hours of the morning, when a tire is punc- 
tured in the east banking. The 935 skids 
up the bank, gives the concrete retaining 
wall a good lick, pirouettes down Into the 
infield, and then comes back up onto the 
track and tags a passing Ferrari that is 
holding down third place. Both cars are 
too badly damaged to continue, although 
the drivers are able to slep from the 
wrecks with nothing worse than a bad 
case of the shakes. 

“Hey, you should have been riding with 
me when the car hit the wall,’’ Moretti said 
with a grin later, when he spied me in the 
pits. “It would have turned all of your hair 
white.” 

When the checkered flag finally falls at 
four the next afternoon, another 935— 
driven by British ace Brian Redman, prom- 
ising young American Bobby Rahal, and 
tne car's owner Bob Garretson—is the 
winner. Second place is taken by another 
935, and third is a smaller Porsche with 
a nonturbocharged engine. It is compet- 
ing in another class, and It is remarkable 
that it finishes so high. 

IMSA sanctions faces for several 
classes of cars. The cars that compete in 
the Camel GT are very highly modified and 
extremely expensive, The new Porsche 
that Moretti has purchased from Joest to 
replace the car he drove at Daytona cost 
a third of a million dollars—and that's with- 
oul any spare parts. 

It's not that expensive to compete in 
some of the other classes, though. Non- 
turbocharged Porsches, Datsuns, and 
Mazdas can be prepared in a race shop 
for less than $100,000. 

Champion Spark Plug sponsors a se- 
ries of races for small sedans, Modifica- 
tions are severely restricted, and the cars 
tun on B.F. Goodrich street radial tires. A 
competitive car can be fielded for less 
than $25,000, which is bargain basement 
in the world of professional road racing. 
And the cars aren't slow, either; they hit 
150 mph at Daytona. 

IMSA holds race meets all over North 
America. from Connecticut to California to 
Oregon to Atlanta to Ontario, Canada, The 
season is divided equally between endur- 
ance races, i) which all of the classes race 
on the track at the same time, and sprints, 
in which separate events are organized 
for each class. To be the series champion 
requires that a driver be skilled and lucky 
and do well in both the sprints and “‘en- 
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ollow America’s roughest trail 
to the world’s smoothest whisky, 
Canadian Club. 


Find the case of C.C.” we hid along the Lewis and Clark trail. 

We retraced Lewis and Clark's historic expedition up the Missouri 
River into Montana. And where they found their roughest going. 
we hid a case of the smoothest whisky, Canadian Club. 

Where Lewis and Clark had floated the unspoiled river, Canadian 
Club’s rafts followed. We tested our nerves, as the explorers had, 
on the wild rapids of the Clark’s Fork. 

As we explored those historic Montana streams, we buried a case 
of Canadian Club overlooking the very site of one of the expedition’s 
most important sightings. One clue: neither Lewis nor Clark made it 
Discover the taste of the world’s finest whisky. 

As you search along this historic trail, remember Canadian Club 
has a proud history of its own. For over 120 years it’s been 
enjoyed by those who seek the very best. Canadian Club is lighter 
than Scotch, smoother than bourbon, and enjoyable on the rocks, in 
a sour or Manhattan, or with your favorite mixer. 

So come search along the Lewis and Clark trail to discover why 


it’s “The Best In The House’ or simply venture down to your favorite YEAR 


bar and say, “Canadian Club, please! 
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beach. 

Mars kicked up an exuberant column of 
white water. It had happened. Just like 
that. He had done it. He grinned in plea- 
‘sure and amazement. And he had thought 
it was going to be so difficult. 


Mars was early at Sandy's. He had had 
No difficulty in finding the place in Santa 
Eulalia. The girl was right: everybody 
knew Sandy's. It had been there twenty 
years, the original expatriate bar. Mars 
sipped his drink while he waited for Angie 
and continued his observation. 

Angie's voice spoke beside him. "A pe- 
seta for your thoughts."" 

He stood to welcome her. “Any thought 
which costs that little is not worth hear- 
Ing.” 

She rolled her eyes upward in comic ex- 
asperation. “Capitalistic! Judamental! | 
knew as much!" 

He laughed. ‘'What'll you drink?" 

“Well, since you're rich, Scotch." 

He ordered and said, "That's not entire- 
ly true." Then added with a candor he had 
not planned, "| was lucky this morning— 
but | needed it.” 

“(knew it," said Angie. "') always pick 
them when they're broke. Don't tell me. | 
want to check my mail.” 

She pushed her way through the crowd 
to the far side of the room, where a wicker 
basket stood upon a shelf. Mars had no- 
ticed it without registering what it was: a 
mailbox. The girl riffled through the rack 
of letters without success. She rejoined 
him and finished her drink. 

“You want to leave?" she asked, put- 
ting down the glass. 

“Already?” 

“| don't go much on this scene.” 

They traveled to the Diane in his car. 


Next morning, while Angie was fetching 
bread for breakfast, Mars searched the 
Diane, He felt wretched about doing so; 
it seemed a gross and shabby fashion to 
repay the pleasure she had given him in 
the night. He watched her go, and he set 
to work the moment he saw her step up 
from the harbor to the road, conscious that 
time was short. 

All ambivalence to his feelings disap- 
peared the instant he found the first trace 
of Brad. Beneath the bunk he came 
across a whole drawer of men's clothes 
and with them photographs of him and An- 
gie aboard the boat. She had made no at- 
tempt to conceal these. Why should she? 
She had no reason to suspect she was en- 
tertaining an enemy in her bed. 

Mars sat back on the bunk, controlling 
his inner turbulence and the hot whirl of 
excitement which roared through him 
These things belonged to the man he hunt- 
ed; they had touched his skin, covered his 
body. He was very close now 

Angie's voice called to him from the 
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quay. “Good morning, lover" she greeted 
him and smiled at her betrayer. 

After breakfast on the boat she had 
asked him to drive her to Santa Fulalia 
They had bought food, then come to 
Sandy's for a beer. Now he sat helplessly 
at one of the wicker tables and watched 
her across the room check the rack of let- 
ters, pause, take out the blue envelope of 
a cable and read its text. 

Her back was to him. Then she turned, 
and he saw the softness gone from her ex- 
pression and her eyes shadowed with 
doubt or fear. 

She returned to the table and sat, tense 
‘on the edge of the chair. 

"Good news?" His voice was casual, 
though he hardly trusted himself to speak, 

"Well..." Her look was worried. "'! 
don't know exactly.” 

He waited out the silence, the breath 
tight in his chest. Abruptly, she reached 
down and stuffed the cable deep into her 
basket. 
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Only Brad could 
clear him; therefore he 
had to be found. 

He would not confess 
willingly; so he 
must be made to do so. 


by) 


“| nave to make a call,” she said and 
stood up. 

He followed her out to the row of tele- 
phone booths in the avenida and lingered 
outside while she dialed it. Twelve digits, 
an imtermational call, 

The instant the connection went through. 
she began to speak. anxiety showing in 
her face She spoke for less than five min- 
utes, hung up the receiver, and came out. 


“Tonight?"* Mars repeated, startled by the 
suddenness of what Angie told him. She 
had not even tasted the drinks he had 
bought her when she came into the bar. 

“Yes. There's a ferry for Barcelona at 
midnight. | have to take it. I'll catch the one 
back tomorrow.’ 

“But you haven’! any luggage,’* he ob- 
jected, and despite her anxiety she 
smiled. 

Her look faltered. “.. . not that | don’t 
like you,” she said. “I'm into a heavy 
scene, You've got to try to understand.” 

At 11:00 PM. the ferries for Barcelona 
and Valencia were in place and already 
loading with cars. The high, white sides of 
the ships sparkled with light. From inside 
came the hum of machinery and clang of 


activity. A mob of several hundred people 
milled about the cobbled quay, preparing 
to depart or seeing off their friends. The 
terminal's bar was jammed with passen- 
gers, and long lines stood in wait at the 
ticket windows, 

“What class are you traveling?" he 
asked as she took her place in the queue. 

“First. Tourist—believe me. you 
wouldn't wish it on a dog. Don't wait,"’ she 
said. 

“T'll: see you off."" 

“No!” Her voice was sharp, “No good- 
byes." she said. 

The line they stood in shifted and ad- 
vanced. They moved a half pace forward. 
“All right, Angie," he agreed. “Whatever 
you want.” 

“No good-byes.”” 

He nodded. 

“Kiss me," she said. 

He took her knapsack, set it on the 
ground, and put his arms around her. Her 
mouth tilted up to him. She kissed him 
hard, then pulled her face away and clung 
to him. It was good-bye. He would fallow 
her—even now his mind was working out 
the moves—but she must not see him, 
They must never meet. He regretted it des- 
perately as he held her close, He prayed 
she would never discover his duplicity. He 
truly liked her—she would not believe that, 
of course, when she found out who he 
was. The knowledge of his perfidy made 
the parting doubly paintul. 

She thrust him off. “Go now!" she said. 

He turned and walked away. When he 
paused at the corner of the building to 
glance back, she was bumming a ciga- 
rette from the man before her in the queue, 
She had not looked after him. 

He retraced his steps to the terminal 
and entered the bar. He ordered a drink, 
then shouldered his way through the press 
of people to station himself by the pan- 
oramic window, which looked out over the 
ferries. He glanced at his watch: eleven- 
thirty. The time was tight. When he saw her 
go on board he would have to move fast. 

From the window he saw Angie emerge 
from the shadows, cross the lighted quay 
to the gangway, and show her papers. 
She was waved through. Sack slung over 
one shoulder, she climbed up and disap- 
peared through the door which led into the 
hull 

“Give me a bottie of brandy,’ Mars said 
quickly to the barman. 

He felt the sweat starting beneath his 
arms, and his heart was racing unpicas- 
antly as he walked aboard. The police had 
not so much as glanced al the passport 
he flourished in their faces—but he was 
through. 


Anight had passed, a day, and then a fur- 
ther night, In the wan, diluted gloom of 
2;00 AM. Barcelona station looked enor- 
mous beneath its vaulted roof of filthy 
glass, a cavernous sepulcher of the dis- 
possessed. Emptied of the feverish 
crowd, it became a desolate half-world of 
ghosts and shadows who had crept in for 


refuge from the night, the grim hall reso- 
nant with that atmosphere of city stations 
after midnight, when the exhausted air is 
stale with dust and old tobacco and the 
grimy minutes drag by slowly 

He had been here over twenty-four 
hours already, taking his position at noon 
the previous day. 

He knew exactly what he had to do and 
could guess at the extent and number of 
the forces that were hunting him in turn, 
He must not let them find him until he got 
Brad. Brad, when he came, must not rec- 
ognize him. Life had narrowed down; in a 
sense it had become simpler. like a mil- 
itary operation. 

He had gone to relieve himself -furn- 
bling with his clothes, hacking and spitting 
into the urinal wnen he had done, for his 
lungs were choked with foul air and black 
tobacco—had come out, and was shuf- 
fling back to the bench when, suddenly, 
he saw him, 

It was the moment he had been waiting 
for, the long-expected, long-planned en- 
counter, the contact he had dreamed of, 
waking and sleeping, since he had left the 
farm with this one intention so many days 
before. This was the time. Now! 

And now that it was upon him, it was ut- 
lerly different from how he had thought it 
would be, 

To Mars, exhausted by the endless 
wait, sleepless and stiff, dirty and un- 
shaved, the sudden appearance of his 
enemy was daunting. He looked so mar- 
velous, so calm, so strong, so sure. that 
Mars quailed at the vibrant flesh of that 
young and forceful will. He cowered be- 
fore the fact. Weakness drained him. Gold 
and dry, he became the figure ne resem- 
bled, a senile husk, foolish and impotent, 
a shabby scarecrow of a man. His body 
was filled with lead. He could not move. 

Without pause or hesitation, Brad went 
directly to the locker, key in hand. He un- 
did it, opened the door, and drew out the 
package which lay within, |t was done and 
over in a moment. He was striding away 
... In seconds he would be gone .. . The 
white jacket was lost among the press at 
the station's exit . 


The young American in the white jacket 
tied about his waist, with the thick, dark 
hair and the easy smile, came out of the 
station, carrying the packet in his hand, 
and slepped into the car parked in the 
forecourt, 

He reached without haste to the dash- 
board and the key which he had left in 
place, switched on, and started. The Seat 
rolled forward, paused at the main road, 
wailing for the lights, then eased into the 
‘stream of rush hour traffic on the avenida. 

The American did all this in a leisurely 
and unhurried fashion while Mars, who 
had come running out of the station, 
watched in anguish from the curb. A car 
drove up and suddenly stopped. a girl 
bursting from it, bags in hand, while the 
driver hauled her suitcase out from the 
backseat and hurried after her, not paus- 


ing even to close his door, 

The keys still dangled from the dash. 
Mars's reflex was instant. He was in the 
car and slamming it into gear even as the 
driver disappeared into the station. 

The tires squealed as he pulled out into 
the avenida, Despite his urgency he was 
one hundred fifty yards behind as he 
gunned across the yellow. 

He sped up on the outside of the traffic, 
Straddling the white line. The next lights 
were green; so he shot across without 
slowing. 

Mars’s eyes searched desperately 
ahead for a sight of the Seat with a Madrid 
registration. He glimpsed a red roof 
among the many, and then they were pull- 
ing up alongside in the jam. As the lights 
changed, he held back and allowed two 
vehicles to pass before pulling over into 
the same lane. 

The man in the Seat was in no hurry. He 
drove carefully, obeying the limit and the 
traffic signs. Following him, Mars passed 
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He leaned against a tree in 
sudden faintness. He 
could not take it in at first. 
Guilty? A verdict? A jury 
had found him guilty 
of murder. Without a trial, 
how was that possible? 
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a square fortlike structure in red brick, its 
turrets and battlements flecked in gold, 
then a public garden of palm trees and 
green lawn glistening beneath a rain of 
sprinklers. At a steady pace the man he 
was following stayed in the mainstream of 
traffic, keeping to the middle lane and 
heading out of town. 

Only now did Mars register the make of 
car he had stolen. A Mercedes, inappro- 
priate for one who looked so poor as he. 
His eyes ranged across the dashboard, 
noted the gas gauge, its needle only just 
above the zero. 

Nothing to be done about that; he 
looked up, saw the bullring, and then the 
car vibrated over the cobbles of the center 
section as he pulled oul... a wide sign 
which spanned the road “AU!OROUTE 
GERONA" and they were on a highway 
slung at fourth-floor-window height 
through ranks of identical modern tene- 
ments, each with its balcony of washing, 
the development yielding to a wasteland 
of churned mud, craned construction 
sites. On the other side of the road, above 
the roofs of factories, was the silver dazzle 
of the sea and the sinking sun balanced 
‘on the horizon 


The car in front had increased its speed, 
holding just within the limit. 

They had been going for over an hour 
before he saw the indicator flashing 
ahead, the Seat pulling over to the right 
hand lane and slowing to enter a service 
station, 

The American unlocked the gas cap 
and left his car filling up at the pump while 
he walked over to the lit building to use 
the washroom. Coming out, he served 
himself with coffee from the dispenser and 
stood for a while to drink it and to stretch 
his legs before flinging away the plastic 
cup and going over to pay for his gas and 
retrieve the key, He walked to where the 
attendant had parked the car, got back in, 
Started, and drove on. 

It was night. The auto route swept 
through a black landscape, veering away 
from the line of light which marked the 
coast and the scatter of brilliance that was 
the resorts which lay along it. 

The American glanced in his mirror and 
saw nothing behind him. The way ahead 
divided. He took the lane marked "'FRAN- 
CIA." There was a faint rattle coming from 
somewhere in the car; it sounded as 
(hough the trunk was not properly locked. 
He must check it when he stops at the 
frontier, he told himself. The headlights 
carved a bright path onward through the 
darkness. 

Lying in the trunk, Mars changed hands 
and curled lacerated fingers around the 
catch which secured the lid. dragging it 
fight again He flexed the freed hand, 
clenching and unclenching it, bleeding 
and stiff as a claw. Awkwardly he hooked 
@ handkerchief from his pocket and 
threaded it through the lock to soften the 
sharp edge of steel. He worked hy touch 
alone, sightless in this cramped coffin be- 
tween the drumming wheels. 

The American halted at the peaje to 
hand over ticket and money, “LAST EXIT 
IN SPAIN" he saw and ignored the exit 
Almost immediately he was at the frontier. 
He joined the double queue of cars wait- 
ing to go through. He eased forward to- 
ward the barrier of light, the bright 
inspection bays, the fiqures of men in uni- 
form. He hung his passport negligently 
through the window. A face leaned to peer 
in, expressionless beneath the peaked 
hat. “American? You have anything to de- 
clare?" 

“Not a thing,” he answered cheerfully. 

A nod, a curt dismissive wave, and he 
was pulling forward across twenty yards 
of floodlit no-man's-land to the French 
control, different uniforms, cleaner clothes 
and colors, sharper cut, another attitude 
altogether, and an arm which urged him 
through at the barest glimpse of the cover 
to his passport. 

France! He accelerated down the auto 
route, exulling to be through, He was in 
another country. and nothing could hap- 
pen now. 

He flicked on his indicator, slowed, and 
pulled over to the exit lane, He could af- 


ford to stop and eat a meal, a dinner ot 
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Renault has created a luxury car that 


gets 31 mpg in its 18i sedan. 


PARIS ORIGINAL 


ike many out- 

standing French 

creations, the 

Renault 18i is an 
acquired taste. This is 
a car that you grow to 
appreciate through 
familiarity as it rou- 
tinely copes with the 
slings and arrows of 
outrageous daily driv- 
ing. It's the kind of car 
you can drive 600 
miles a day without 
getting tired or bored. 

The R18i is a large 
luxury car by Europe- 
an standards, although our EPA lists it as 
a sub-compact. It is the kind of luxury car 
that American companies may one day 
build, when and if they ever learn that a 
small car cannot function properly if it is 
inerely a scaled-down big car. Chrysler's 
famous K-cars are essentially shrunken, 
front-drive Cordobas, with a drag coeffi- 
cient of 0.5. The 18i’s subtle aerodynam- 
ics give ita drag coefficient of 0.39 without 
making it look like a teardrop on wheels. 
That's the sort of thing you learn to do 
when you build luxury cars in a country 
where gasoline costs $2.80 a gallon. An- 
other thing you do is forget about high per- 
formance and use small engines. 

Some road testers have compared the 
18) to an Audi or a BMW, which does the 
Renault a disservice. Although ithas many 
of the luxury appointments of these Ger- 
man cars, it Cannot match their perfor- 
mance. It would be better to compare the 
18] to the top-of-the-line Japanese se- 
dans—Datsun's 810 or Toyota's Cressi- 
da, The Renault can match them in luxury 
and performance, and it easily beats their 
fuel economy. 

The Renault's 1,647 cc four-cylinder 
engine produces 82 hp at 5,500 rpm and 
86 ft lb of torque at 2,500 rpm. It is avail- 
able with a four- or five-speed manual 
transmission or with a three-speed auto- 
matic. Bosch L-Jetronic fuel injection sees 
fo it that the engine starts easily and runs 
smoothly in any weather. A turbocharged 
version of this engine is now available in 
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Europe, and it would make a nice option 
here for those who want a little power with 
their poshness. 

Although the standard 18i is no dragster 
(zero to 60 mph takes a leisurely 13 sec- 
onds; the quarter mile, 19 seconds), it is 
deceptively fast once it gets rolling. A ca- 
sual glance at the speedometer will often 
surprise you with a reading about 20 mph 
faster than you were expecting. It is a 
long-legged car that can cruise all day— 
up hill and down dale—at 80 mph with no 
more fuss than 55 mph. If you push the 
engine past 3,500 rpm, it suddenly wakes 
up and becomes positively peppy, espe- 
cially with the performance-oriented, 
close-ratio five-speed transmission, 

The suspension, in typical French fash- 
jon, has plenty of travel. The springs are 
soft in order to “absorb” potholes and cul- 
verts, with hardly a trace of backside trau- 
ma in the driver's seat. Although the car 
rolls perceptively in turns, its Michelin XZX 
tires hold to the road like claws, so that 
you never have that queasy, out-of-control 
feeling so typical of softly sprung Ameri- 
can cars or the teeth-rattling bumps of 
some stiffly sprung imported sports se- 
dans. 

The deep bucket seats are more like 
armchairs than car seats. All of the con- 
trols are thoughtfully laid out and within 
easy reach. Handy stalks on the steering 
column operate the turn signals, lights, 
and wipers and washers. Comprehensive 
instrumentation is supplemented by no 


less than ten warning 
lights. You don't even 
have to get your 
hands dirty to check 
the oil; a unique oil- 
level gauge corre- 
sponds to the level of 
the oil on the dipstick. 
it works when the ig- 
nition is on but the en- 
gine off and for a few 
seconds after start- 
up. Once the engine 
is running, the read- 
ing would be mislead- 
ing, so the gauge 
shuts itself off, It's 
clever enough to be Japanese! 

Renault hasn't forgotten that the list 
price, not only fuel mileage, is part of any 
car's economy figures. The 18i is avail- 
able as a four-door sedan or station wag- 
‘on, with base prices starting al $7,898 and 
EPA mileage ratings that range from 24 to 
26 mpg in the city and 31 to 38 mpg on 
the highway, depending on the combina- 
tion of body style and transmission, Our 
test car, slathered in such options as 
leather upholstery, five-speed transmis- 
sion, aif conditioning, rear-window de- 
froster, adjustable steering wheel, 
remote-control mirrors, AM/FM stereo ca- 
sette system, and power windows and 
steering- and door-locks, came up to 
$10,500, Although the leather seats were 
lovely, you could keep the price under ten 
grand by dropping that one option. For a 
luxury Car today, that’s a real bargain. 

Now that Renault owns 48 percent of 
American Motors, it suddenly finds itself 
with the largest dealer network of all im- 
ported cars, with over 1,300 sales and 
service outlets from coast to coast. There 
are plans to start assembling a Renault- 
based front-drive car at the AMC factory 
in Kenosha, Wisc. After decades of half- 
hearted effort in the United States, it could 
well be that the little-known Renault will 
soon become an overnight success in the 
imported-car market. following the mete- 
oric paths of Volkswagen and Honda. 
There's nothing like having the right cars 
at the right time! O+-_, 
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tings; you're properly adjusted when the 
center LED lights up. U.S. Pioneer's CT- 
F1350 has adjustments for bias, record- 
ing equalization, and tape sensitivity. To 
set them, you turn on the built-in test-tone 
generators and then adjust the proper 
knob until both lights on the two-LED in- 
dicators glow equally 

The ultimate, though, is totally autormat- 
ic adjustment. This can be found on the 
Technics RS-M51 and on various models 
from AKAI, Bang and Olufsen, Hitachi 
JVG, Nakamichi, and Onkyo. Phase Lin 
ear's superdeluxe Mode! 7000 can mem- 
orize settings for up to nine different tapes; 
so you need rarely go through even the 
briefest delay for the automatic setting 
system to measure the tape’s character- 
istics and adjust itself to them. 

Automation rears its welcome head in 
other areas, too, making life more conve- 
nient for tape lovers. Remote control 
though not totally automatic, is one such 
innovation, Optional remote controls can 
be plugged into a number of the decks 
shown here, such as AKAI's GX.F25, Nik 
ko's ND-990, and the SAE C4 as well as 
dozens of others. 

Memory rewind, which stops rewinding 
the tape just before the point where the 
counter's been set at "000," is old hat by 
now, although’ it was once considered a 
luxury. AKAI’s GX-F25 lets you choose 
whether simply to stop at that point or to 
begin playing from there, or whether to 
stop or replay from the beginning. U.S 
Pioneer's CT-F 1250 can be set either to 
slop al or to replay from the 000 position 
and then to rewind and repeat itself when 
it reaches either the end or the 000 point 

The “Record Mute’ function on many 
modern portables and decks ties in with 
another automated feature—location sys: 
tems, like Sharp's APLD, which home in 
on the spaces between recorded selec 
tions, stopping automatically at those 
points so that you don’t have to hunt for 
them. While the Record Mute switch can 
be used to blot out extraneous announce- 
ments between songs taped off the radio 
it also ensures that there will be blank 
spaces between the songs for your auto: 
matic song-finder to find. Some decks 
such as models by Marantz, Optonica, 
and Sanyo, are programmable; so they 
skip over selections that you don't want to 
hear and play the songs you want to listen 
to in any desired order 

Bang and Olufsen’s Beocord 8000 lets 
you call up any location on the tape by 
time. The Beocord and others from such 
companies as AKAI and Optonica can 
also be set to turn themselves on at preset 
times either to tape FM programs you're 
Not at home to hear or to greet you with 
a fanfare do return. 

Optonica’ 105 has an even more 
unusual feature: separate lape compart- 
for recording and playback. This 
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means that the tape heads can be opti 
mized for the best possible performance— 
and that you can copy tapes without using 
another deck, If you're dubbing from re 


cords, the 6605 can be synchronized with | 


some Optonica turntables so that it will start 
itself automatically as soon as the record 
begins, 

erhaps the best tape news, though, is 
that the quality of sound has been increas- 
ing steadily over the years. Some of the 
credit for this progress belongs to the tape 
deck manufacturers and se outside 
firms (like Dolby and dbx) that have given 
the companies new ways fo improve their 
products, Credit must also be given to the 
manufacturers of the tapes themselves. 
By their constant rivalry, companies like 
BASF, 3M, Ampex, Fuji, Maxell, Me- 
morex, R.K.O., and TDK nave pushed the 
state of the art well past what the inventors 
of the cassette first envisioned. This holds 
teue for not only th erpremium metal 
tapes (which most modern tape machines 
now handle) but also the “normal” tapes 
that can be used on virtually every cas 
setle deck ever made. Moreover, the cas 
sete shells have been improved to make 
the tape flow more evenly and to resist 
a result, today's sophisticat- 


atte 
outperform the studio equipment of a few 
years back 

To keep your cassette decks 
working order, there are many useful ac- 
cessories, Tape head cleaners from All- 
sop and Hobins, demagnetizers from 
companies like TDK. Maxell. and Robins 
(one of the largest accessory lines), and 
even demagnetizers that can work off a 
standard automobile’s 12-volt power to 
keep car-stereo equipment working up to 
snuff. 

Today's car stereo gear is well worth 
the small trouble that it takes to maintain 
it, Car stereo is getting to be a field hot 
enough for home stereo equipment mak- 
ers to enter without risking their reputa- 
tions Today you'll find names like AIWA, 
Craig, Jensen, Kenwood, Mitsubishi, Pan- 
asonic, Pioneer of America, Sanyo, Hita- 
chi, and Sony in dashboards as well as 
home stereo cabinets, They are names 


in prime 


that have joined car stereo specialists like | 


Alpine. Audiovox, Blaupunkt, Clarion, Car 
Tapes, Inc., Fujitsu Ten, Kraco, and 
Sparkomatic. 

The advances assimilated into home 
lape gear soon show up in dashboards 
as well, Car stereo has always been 
front-loading and metal-ready, since it 
only plays tapes; special capability is 
needed only to record on metal. Dolby C 
is in the works (Alpine and others are al- 
ready licensed to produce it), Auto re- 
play and automatic music finders are 
even more common in car stereos than 
they are in home equipment, Just the 
same old electronic breakthroughs? 
Yes. But that’s not bad, especially when 
you consider that new ones keep on 
coming -.. soon to become old, estab 


lished innovations.O+->3, 
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council paid the Eppley Institute director 
at least $122,000 to conduct cancer tests 
on the sugar substitute. Did Shubik's dual 
role as government contractor and an in- 
dustry consultant affect the NCI in 
determining whether or not saccharin 
causes cancer? 

In November 1978 HEW recommended 
repayment from Eppley Institute's parent 
institution, the University of Nebraska, of 
$1.1 million, claiming that the institute had 
nO right to receive the money from the 
NCI. As of March 25. 1981. the money had 
not been returned. 

Questions about Shubik did not end 
with the Knowles memorandum, A small 
group of concerned Omaha citizens con- 
tacted local politicians, the GAO, and the 
FBI in an attempt to have the investigation 
‘of Shubik reopened, One individual, who 
had recently lost his son to cancer at- 
tempted to convince HEW Secretary Cal- 
ifano to continue the investigation. His 
letter to the HEW secretary included four 
pages of allegations, detailing abuses by 
Shubik and others that had been ignored 
in the “top-to-bottom” investigation. The 
secretary replied through a letter written 
by his aide, Thomas Morris, which reiter- 
ated his acceptance of Knowles's conclu 
sions. 

In late 1978 the concerned citizens 
found a sympathetic ear in the person of 
the U.S. attorney in Omaha, Ed Warin. He 
ordered the FBI to investigate their allega- 
tions, and witnesses were called before a 
federal grand jury to determine whether 
criminal activities had taken place, The 
grand jury was to hear the results of the 
FBI investigation over a period of two 
years. 

As the investigation went on, Shubik 
asked for and received a leave of absence 
from the university and left for Germany. 
A few other Eppley scientists close to Shu- 
bik resigned from the institute. Meanwhile, 


the University of Nebraska announced its | 


own investigation of the Eppley Institute. 
It'seemed to many in Omaha that criminal 
indictments were imminent. 

But in November 1980 the grand jury 
yoted not to issue any indictments. Warin 
acknowledged that there were problems 
in the operations of Eppley Institute, but 
the grand jury concluded that they did not 
constitute violations of the law. 

The relationship between the NCI and 
the Eppley Institute was not an isolated ex- 
ample of favoritism, nor is it the only cozy 
relationship between those who dole out 
the money and those who do cancer re- 
search. Government investigators have 
documented serious problems between 
the NCI and several of its largest contrac- 
tors, including Tracor-Jitco and Litton 
Bionetics, which also received millions in 
NCI contracts for cancer research. 

A House Appropriations staff investiga- 
tor, commenting on the hundreds of mil- 
lions of dollars poured into the NCI, 
characterized the agency as "'a cornuco- 
pia of cancer research funds."' He went on 
to say that people responsible for over- 
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seeing how the money is spent have been 
unable to keep pace with the volume of re- 
search being funded, “The emphasis,” he 
said. "has been getting money an the 
streets in hopes for significant break- 
throughs."* 

But there have been no “significant 
breakthroughs.” And, ironically, investi- 
gations into the misuse of this money have 
only diverted public attention from the 
most important issue—the NCI's failure to 
make significant headway in its_self-pro- 
claimed war against cancer. On one front 
alone—the effort to determine which sub- 
stances cause cancer, known as the car 
cinogenesis program—the NCI's troubles 
are legion 

Problems began in the early 1970s, not 
long after passage of the 1971 Cancer 
Act, which launched and funded the na: 
tional war on cancer and specified the 
need for a program that would determine 
what causes cancer in man. To that end 
Congress earmarked $54 million of the 
NCI's 1972 $379 million appropriations to 
upgrade and expand its carcinogenesis 
effort. A major part of this effort in cancer 
prevention was to be large-scale tests 
conducted on laboratory animals with sus- 
pected chemicals to determine whether 
they cause cancer. Such tests on animals 
are knowns as bioassays, and the NCI 
contracted most of them to outside labora: 
tories for completion. Bioassays usually 
lake from one to two years before yielding 
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results, When work is completed, the NCI 
informs the regulatory agencies of the re- 
sulls. 

From 1972 through 1978 the NCI spent 
more than $91 million in the bioassay seg. 
ment of its operations. In early 1978, at 
congressional appropriations hearings, 
NCI officials acknowledged a backlog of 
207 bioassays thal had. been contracted 
out but were incomplete. The officials as- 
sured the House appropriations commit- 
tee that the outstanding bioassays would 
be completed by September. One mem- 
ber, Rep. Henry Waxman of California. 
wanted more than a promise. He subse- 
quently was to order the GAO, which had 
already been looking into the role of ad- 
visory groups in the NCI's carcinogenesis 
program, to investigate the bioassay 
backlog. 

On March 30, 1979, the GAO sent a 
grim report to Waxman. Of the 207 bioas- 
says that the NCI had promised to com- 
plete by September 1978, 51 of them. 
upon NCI review, “were found deficient.’ 
When the GAO made this discovery, the 
cost of each bioassay to the American 
government was approximately $200,000. 
The worthless 51 bioassays had been 
paid for, and the NCI would need to spend 
an additional $10 million to complete 
them 

There was more grim news in the GAO 
audit. NCI officials had misled Congress 
at the 1978 appropriations hearings when 


they reported a backlog of 207 bioassays 
GAO auditors, on closer inspection, found 
at least 200 other bioassays that should 
have been included in the NCI's report 
The GAO auditors stated that NCI officials 
were aware of the 400 incomplete bioas- 
Says at the time of the appropriations 
hearings. They also noted that the agency 
failed to give an acceptable explanation 
for the false report to the House commit 
tee. Most of the bioassays that hadn't 
been completed had been assigned to 
NCI's largest contractors in the carcino- 
genesis program. Eppley Institute and Lit- 
ton Bionetics/Industries, as well as to labs 
inside the NCI itself. The millions of dollars 
wasted in the program are far from inci- 
dental, but the waste pales in significance 
alongside the NCI's failure to protect the 
public's health. The chemicals that should 
have been tested in bioassays paid for 
with tax dollars remain in our environment, 
in our food, in our nomes, and they may 
be causing cancer. 

The GAO made another discovery in its 
audit of the cancer program: the huge 
funds appropriated to fight cancer have 
overwhelmed and confused the NCI, By 
1974 NCI officials realized that they were 
unable to monitor their bioassay contrac- 
tors, and to correct the problem, they 
called for outside help from consultants. 
A one-year consultant contract was of- 
fered for bids and was eventually awarded 
10 a company called Tracor-Jitco. 


The contract that was worth $6.6 million 
would have been well worth it had it re- 
sulted in correcting the failures of the bio- 
assay program, Instead. when GAO 
auditors investigated Tracor-Jitco’s per- 
formance as an NCI consultant, they 
learned that Tracor-Jitco 

(1) Did not inform NCI of certain lab- 
oratory deficiencies that occurred in the 
past 

“(2) Did not assure that deficiencies 
were corrected 

*(3) Did not detect certain deficiencies 
which we [GAQ] found during our labora 
tory inspections that could affect the qual- 
ity of bioassays’ 

In other words, Tracor-Jitco accepted 
the results of crucial cancer tests thal hap- 
pened to be conducted under conditions 
that left it with no scientific value. Even 
when the firm was aware of these condi- 
tions, it never told NCI of them. But the NCI 
overlooked Tracor-Jitco's lackluster per 
formance in the program and extended 
the one-year contract through June 1979. 
The initial $6.6 million outlay to correct a 
program that had already wasted millions 
of dollars swelled to $41.3 million in a 
falled effort to recoup tne carcinogenesis 
program. So much for consultants. 

As early as 1972 the NCI reassigne 
part of its troubled bioassay program to 
the new Frederick Cancer Researct 
ler, This new “cancer center of exce 
lence,” where the NCI would wage an al! 


out war against cancer, turns out to be the 
defunct U.S, Army biological-warfare re- 
search facility at Fort Detrick in Frederick 
Md. Here, on another 68 acres of land, the 
NC!'s five cancer divisions were to devise 
and administer programs that would, in 
the words of a House appropriations re- 
port, turn “swords into plowshares,”’ This 
initial decision by the NCI to segment pro- 
grams at the FCRC appears to have been 
unwise, It was to result in dozens of dis- 
tinct projects at the new center, each in- 
dependent of the other. In effect, there 
3 no central goal for the FCRC. 

The NCI had hoped to bring its most im- 
portant programs to the FCRC and to as- 
sign responsibility for the success of the 
programs to a single contractor who, in 
addition, would maintain the Fort Detrick 
facility. Included in these plans was the 
unsuccessful carcinogenesis program. In 
June 1972, NCI officials requested bids 
from industry as the first slep in choosing 
@ single FCRG contractor, Five compa- 
nies placed bids lo operate the new can: 
© center, and after consideration NCI 
awarded Litton Bionetics/Industries (LBI) 
a one-year contract worth $6.85 million 
This was renewed every year until 1977 
at a cost of $79.2 million to the NCI when 
the contract was placed up for bids again 
LBI was the sole bidder. The new contract, 
which won't expire until next year, is worth 
$125 million 

The 1972 contract with LBI stipulated 
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that the company was to complete 50 
bioassays at the end of 1973. A few 
months after the contract went into effect, 
LBi management convinced the NCI to re- 
duce the number to 30 bioassays, while 
extending the time to two years for com- 
pletion. This soon became a pattern, and 
both the number of bioassays and com- 
pletion time would continue to change. At 
the time of the 1977 contract, LB! was ex- 
pected to complete 45 of the cancer tests 
over a five-year period. 

In the 1978 House investigation of the 
LBI contract, it was determined that the 
company had barely started 28 of the tests 
in its first five years at the FCRC. LBI 
claimed to have completed 21 of the 
bioassays, but investigators found no re- 
ports of the tests prepared for the NCI 
Without completed reports the bioassays 
are worthless. The approximate cost to 
the public for the 21 "no report’ bioas- 
says has been $4.1 million. 

|he failure of LBI to complete this work 
was serious enough, But the quality of the 
work that was completed has also come 
into question. A researcher at the FCRC 
told investigators: “If, in fact, the bioas- 
Says turn out to be of high quality, it will 
be altributable partly to luck and not the 
efficiency of LBI management of the FCRC 
operation.” 

Although NCI officials will now acknowl- 
edge that having a single contractor op- 
erate and carry out the varied and 
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complex tasks at FCRC was a poor idea, 
the agency denies that it manipulated con- 
ditions to guarantee LBI's success in se- 
curing the 1977 contract. However, the 
NCI had designed a contract proposal 
package for potential bidders that includ- 
ed all of the tasks required to be per- 
formed at the FCRC with an “all or 
nothing" demand. Considering that LBI 
had been involved with Fort Detrick since 
1972, the “all or nothing’’ demand limited 
polential competition for the new contract 
award. 

NCI officials say that they announced 
the contested contract to potential bidders 
in 1975 to give them ample time to re- 
spond, That is true. However, it was not 
until October 1976 that the NCI mailed the 
detailed and elaborate contract require- 
ments to potential bidders, This left only 
two months’ time for the companies to 
consider and reply to the contract propos- 
al as well as make an on-site visit to the 
Fort Detrick facility 

In later interviews with government in- 
vestigators, spokesmen for firms that 
were potential bidders for the 1977 con- 
tract bitterly complained about the NCI's 
demand that they respond to such an 
elaborate proposal in such a short period 
of time. NCI officials did not schedule the 
on-site visits until November 30, 1976. 
With the holiday season intervening, LBI's 
competitors had a scant four weeks to 
come up with a winning bid. It was an im- 
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possible task, and all withdrew from the 
contest. 

NCI's contract manual, “the Orange 
Book,” contains hundreds of pages on 
monitoring the agency's contractors. The 
contract with LBI includes 11 levels of NCI 
review of the company's operation of the 
FCRC. LBI was to be paid on a cost-plus- 
award basis, thatis, the quality of work de- 
cided the size of its fee. Thus it appeared 
that the NCI was including in the contract 
a checks-and-balances system to avoid 
the mistakes it had made with other con- 
tractors in the past 

But the actual implementation of the 

contract's elaborate review processes 
was another story. As one House Appro- 
priations staff member commented: 
‘There are frequent breakdowns in the 
application of the procedures. The over. 
sight groups or individuals are too often 
ineffective and fail to fulfill their man- 
dates.’ 

One reason for the “breakdowns” in 
the review process may be related to LBI 
management's unique accessibility to NCI 
deputy directors. In many cases LBI by- 
passed various levels of review and dealt 
directly with NCI division heads. As a re- 
sult LB! became immune to criticisms— 
and there were many—by lower-level NCI 
reviewers at FCRC and reaped maximum 
award fees. One itvestigator of the NCI- 
LBI contract concluded: ‘The fees paid 
LBI are probably exorbitant, because per- 


formance has been questionable." That 
may have been an understatement. 

In September 1977 disaster struck the 
FCRC. An outbreak of an infectious bac- 
terial disease swept through the lab where 
the animal breeding colony was housed. 
Fifty-four thousand animals had to be de- 
stroyed. The loss was put at $130,000. 

Later House investigators were to learn 
that eight other less-devastating epidem- 
ics had previously hit the center. Although 
investigators were unable to obtain com- 
plete data from the NCI, itis estimated that 
90,000 animals had to be destroyed. The 
spread of disease at the FCRC has been 
attributed to LBI's failure in adhering to 
strict guidelines for incorporating new 
stocks into the animal colony. For exam- 
ple, the LB! management ignored the re- 
quired construction of quarantine barriers 
and diagnostic procedures. 

The NCI cannot escape its own respon- 
sibility for LBI's failure to protect animals 
at the FCRC. As early as 1973 NCI officials 
were aware of the conditions that led to 
the epidemics at the FCRC. A report from 
an NCI reviewer to his division head was 
ignored, even though he wrote that “it is 
of paramount importance to recognize 
that the establishment of a quarantine fa- 
cility in [the scene of the first epidemic] 
was a Litton Bionetics management deci- 
sion that deliberately ignored the ex- 
pressed adverse recommendations of the 
NCI Carcinogenesis Coordinator, Project 
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At the 1979 House Appropriations 
Hearings, former NCI Director Arthur Up- 
ton refused to blame the epidemics at the 
FCRC on LBI's failure to follow established 
procedures. One final note: the LBI con- 
tract included $4 million to be used for 
constructing safe animal facilities at 
FCRC. What was done with this money re- 
mains a mystery. 

Included in the contracts awarded to 
LBI has been $15 million for conducting 
“unique” cancer research. It may almost 
be considered a sinecure from NCI, be- 
cause all the company had to do to get the 
money was demonstrate that research 
Projects were in operation at the FCRC. 
LBI is not obligated lo produce results; it 
only has to satisfy the NCI that the re- 
search is ‘unique.’ In 1977 Congress 
pressured the NCI to appoint a “top-level 
NCI study group" to review the “unique: 
ness” of the research going on at FCRC 
The group's negative evaluation can be 
summarized by the comments of one of 
its members: ‘There is no NCI-sponsored 
research being done at FCRC which is not 
going on elsewhere, and if the FCRC were 
closed down, there would be no impact on 
the nation’s cancer program.” 

Money also seemed to be frittered away 
in the Viral Oncology Program—the 
search for a link between viruses and can- 
cer. In early April 1973 outside consul- 
tants warned NCI officials that LBI's staff 
suffered from a “total lack of background 
and literature review" in the area of viral 
oncology. This fell on deaf cars at NCI, 
and millions of dollars continued to be in- 
vested In the FCRC viral-oncology pro- 
gram. One year later, after three other 
consultants reviewed the program for NCI, 
matters had worsened. Reports to NCI of- 
ficials indicated that the consultants them- 
selves could not determine what had been 
going on for the last year in the viral pro- 
gram at the FCRC. The consultants went 
on to warn that the following year's plan 
by LBI's staff for the viral-oncology pro- 
gram was even less intelligible. Perhaps 
NCI officials did not wish to hear the harsh 
criticisms, for two months later they sent 
in their wn agency review team The NCI 
reviewers saw things differently and sent 
a glowing report back to Bethesda. In a 
rating system of 1 to 100, the viral-oncol- 
ogy work at FCRC was rated 100, and 
LBI's staff received an excellent rating for 
its efforts. 

Questionable performances by the 
NCI's largest contractor at the FCRC may 
be hurting the public in ways other than 
in their pocketbooks. Since the mid- 
1970s, highly dangerous recombinant 
DNA research work (known as gene splio 
ing) has been going on at the center. If ani- 
mal epidemics have occurred at the 
center because the NCI and Litton Bion- 
etics management have been lax in adher- 
ing to safety procedures, how safe are the 
people living in the vicinity of Fort Detrick 
from the new strains of life being manu- 
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factured at the cancer cenler? The rele- 
vance of DNA recombinant research to 
the search for a cancer cure is suggested 
by cancer expert Dr. Irwin Bross ina letter 
to the editors of Science magazine: 

“A standard grantsmanship gimmick 
when a line of research is discredited is 
lo give ita new name. At one time Fort De- 
trick was doing ‘biological wartare When 
that went out, the ‘cancer vaccine’ came 
in. The new name of the game is ‘genetic 
manipulation’ or ‘recombinant DNA re- 
search,’ The folks who once carried out 
a test of biological warfare against the ci- 
vilian population of San Francisco using 
a ‘harmless organism’ that actually 
causes human disease will now have an- 
other chance with organisms that could be 
far more deadly, 

“... There is no basis in fact for any of 
the exaggerated claims for the benefits of 
recombinant DNA research, These claims 
are very similar to the claims for the thor- 
oughly discredited ‘cancer vaccine.’ Five 
years ago | publicly stated that the ‘cancer 
vaccine’ was a swindle—that the public 
would derive no benefit from it. The 'ge- 
netic manipulation’ is the same old swin- 
dle under a new name.” 

Bross has been a frequent critic of NCI 
Programs and policies and is viewed with 
disfavor in Bethesda. But he is not alone 
in criticizing the NCI's $230 million flop at 
the Frederick Cancer Research Genter, In 
1978 Dr. Solomon Garb admitted to Con- 
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gress thal his sponsorship of the plan to 
establish the FCRC had been a mistake: 
“| believe the time has come to admit that 
the Fort Detrick plan was an error, to dis 
continue it, and to use the freed funds for 
research grants to those cancer scientists 
who would otherwise be unfunded,”” 

The NCI's cancer “center of excel- 
lence" at Fort Detrick, however, remains 
in operation. When Penthouse asked the 
director of FCRC, Mark Hanna, whether 
conditions had improved since the House 
Appropriations Committee investigation, 
Hanna said that he did not find the ques- 
tion relevant and he denied the veracity of 
the investigation staff's report on condi- 
tions at the FCRC. 

It would be easier to understand the ac- 
tivities of the NCI and its clients if we were 
talking about criminal behavior. But the 
men and women at the NCI are not 
thieves, and their strong desire to defeat 
cancer is sincere, Nonetheless tens of mil- 
lions of dollars given in the public trust 
have been wasted 

Since the establishment of the National 
Cancer Institute in 1937, cancer mortality 
in the United States has increased at an 
average yearly rate of 1.6 percent. In none 
of those years have we known of a decline 
in cancer mortality. And each year the NCI 
is spending at a better-than-inflationary 
rale lo keep us in the same place as the 
year before. 

NCI officials have correctly pointed out 


that certain cancers are now being treated 
successfully. The same officials are also 
correct when they boast of progress in 
early detection of certain cancers and 
greater chances for survival. But what so- 
lace can we take from such achievements 
when each year more of us will die from 
cancer? 

Or. Irwin Bross told Congress at the 
Overview of the Cancer Program hear- 
ings: “The basic strategic mistake in the 
management of programs involving med- 
ical technology has been to set them up 
with no provision for direct accountability 
to the public or its representatives for ac- 
ual improvement of the public health. 

“The allocation of funds to the conquest 
of cancer should obviously go to pro- 
grams which have demonstrated some 
potential for cutting death rates—and | am 
talking about factual evider not the 
usual, overoptimistic claims." 

The members and employees of the Na- 
tional Cancer Institute are not the villains 
of this history of failure. But we cannot 
freely offer public trust and dollars based 
simply on their promises and their belief 
that they can best lead the nation’s effort 
in fighting cancer. The focus of cancer re- 
search in the country has turned into an- 
other sprawling administrative bureauc- 
racy dispensing huge sums of money. 
Every year that Congress approves great- 
er and greater appropriations for the NCI 
is another year lost to cancer.O+—q 
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celebration. 

The American parked his car among the 
others and got out. He stepped two paces 
to the rear and pressed on the trunk’s lid, 
checking that it was fully shut, though the 
rattle he had noticed earlier appeared to 
have cured itself. He strolled up the drive, 
entered the brightly lit hotel, and headed 
for the restaurant. 

Stiff and bruised, parched with thirst, his 
tuined hands dripping blood upon his 
filthy trousers, Mars stood in the shad- 
owed darkness of the garden and stared 
through the restaurant windows at the 
brightly lighted world revealed within. Bat- 
tered, exhausted, he was oblivious of his 
pain; his attention was wholly concentrat- 
ed on his enemy, zeroed upon the face 
and detail of that composed figure seated 
alone. 

Somewhere, Mars was conscious of 
the trickle of water. A few minutes rooting 
around the nearest flower bed uncovered 
the hose. He drank, then washed and 
worked upon his hands, cleaning off the 
blood and dirt, unlocking the joints and 
straightening the hooked fingers, massag- 
ing them to restore the circulation, to make 
it flow and make them work again. These 
were his weapons, these and the knife, 
bought in Barcelona. He took it from his 
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pocket to examine it. It's blade was bent 
from opening the car's trunk in the petrol 
station. He straightened it between two 
stones and tested its jagged blade. He 
was ready. 

On silent feet he glided across the lawn 
to his position by the window. 

Brad finished his coffee, set down the 
cup. Let him not stay. Mars willed. Let him 
come out, Let it be now. Let the moment 
come. Let the storm roar, the tempest 
break, and let me strike. Let him come. 
Now, he prayed, now. 

Brad raised his hand and signaled for 
the bill. He paid. He stood, Smiling faintly 
to himself in that mood of benign repletion 
which follows a perfect meal, relaxed and 
warm, he strolled out of the hotel into the 
waiting dark 


Cars run more sweetly in the night. Alone 
again on the broad black highway, holding 
to one hundred twenty kilometers an hour, 
the motor turning smoothly in top gear, the 
dark country gliding past, the American 
reached to the dashboard, flicked on the 
radio and turned the dial. Music flooded 
in—the Rolling Stones. 
“Yeah... ‘ll get your kicks 
On Route Sixty-six..."" 

A scarred hand reached above the 
seat-back behind him and gripped around 
the knife 

Brad saw nothing. The shock was ter- 
rifying; the clawed hand grasping in his 
hair, wrenching back his head, the blade 
jabbed beneath his chin, the blank mo- 
ment of total horror . 

The car swerved violently across the 
road, hit the barrier of the central reser- 
vation, and bounced out again, sliding 
sideways with tires shrieking, lurching 
back to the central lane, spinning wildly 

And all the while Brad fought to 
straighten the skid in reflex, his hands 
clenching the wheel at the end of arms rig- 
idly outstretched, his body yanked back- 
ward, lifted from the seat, his legs locked 
in convulsive spasm, foot flat down on the 
accelerator, the engine screaming, the 
world revolving around, and the wasted 
face grinning in the mirror .. . Twice the 
car spun around, hit the barrier again, 
slued across the road, stalled, and came 
to rest on the hard shoulder. 

The night, the darkness, and the terror 
tushing back . . . The wail of music. A filthy 
hand with broken nails reached from the 
backseat and snapped off the radio. Then 
silence. Utter silence. 

“Now drive,” said Mars. 

He drove automatically, the American, 
the blade pressed against his throat and 
his mind congealed by horror. He drove 
as he was told, obeying the curt instruc- 
tions of the hoarse voice which whispered 
in his ear, the vagrant’s will. Onward 
through the night beneath the black and 
shredded sky; onward through the silent 
night 

Once he tried to speak. " 
cracked. "|..." 

“Shut up and drive.” 


His voice 


The command 
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snapped out again. He jerked from the 
pain of the knife. “Drive, | said,” Mars told 
him. 

Onward through the night as the hours 
passed. Two men isolated in the tense 
coiled silence within the hurtling car; 2:00 
AM., the empty road; Narbonne Bé- 
ziers Montpelier Nevers ... The 
exits passed as Brad's brain cooked siow- 
ly in a ghastly stew of dread 


They turned off the auto route where he 
was ordered, coming through the péage 
at the single tollbooth remaining lit. He 
stretched his hand out with the money. 
feeling the knife’s point prick behind his 
neck glimpsed the gray face of the 
man who took his change . . . despairingly 
saw sanity slide away behind 
Open land and the road climbing now 
pressing up into the dark, deserted hills, 
colder up here and the coast long left be- 
hind as they zigzagged up the mountain 
slopes. Suddenly around a corner a bar- 
rier of flashing lights ahead, roadworks, 
beacons rushing at them a red light. 
Brad jammed on the brakes 
And in the instant flung himself 
against the door, his hand pressing down 
upon the catch, the door opening. As the 
car continued, he was rolling out, falling, 
sliding, scraping along the dark road, and 
feeling Nothing at all in the frantic urge to 
get away. Scrambling quickly to his feet, 
running, leaping a gate, hurt and still run- 
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ning, running for his life . 

The car rolled forward and smashed 
against the concrete column of the light 

The crash flung Mars across the seat. 
His head cracked against the windscreen, 
starring it opaque. The knife flew from his 
hand. He lay stunned. Time stopped. 

Dazed, he grasped the wheel and 
hauled up into the seat. He thrust himself 
from the car and grabbed at the door as 
the road swayed up to meet him. He 
straightened up. 

All around the forlorn land stretched 
away, the dismal folds of barren hills shad- 
owed and bone white beneath the moon, 
streaked by ghostly filaments of mist. 
Empty .. . and then he saw him, a distant 
frantic figure serambling up the track 
across the waste of heath. 

Mars threw himself back into the car. 
turned the starter, rammed the motor into 
reverse gear, and accelerated with his fist 
punching out the shattered windscreen. 
The tires tore and screeched against the 
buckled metal. 

He kicked his foot down and felt the ve- 
hicle judder and pull clear with a rending 
clank of something breaking. Suddenly 
free, it swerved wildly backward. He spun 
the wheel, clamped on the brakes, thrust 
into first, and drove splintering through the 
gate. The car lurched and bounded up the 
track, thumping across the ruts, dirt, and 
gravel scattering from the spinning tires. 

The fender struck Brad behind the 


knees. Mars saw his figure jackknife 
backward, then rise and soar into the air 
with flailing arms like a shot bird 
swoop and fall and strike the roof with the 
soft, wet thud of a fish slapping on a mar- 
ble slab, slide off to the side, and disap- 
pear from sight. The car clanged against 
a rock and stopped. 

Mars climbed out slowly. He felt sick. 
His heart was beating so fast he thought 
he was about to stifle. He leaned against 
the car, fighting for breath and staring at 
that crumpled shape lying so still beside 
the track on the wide, empty slope. 

He walked back slowly. 

The American lay upon his back with an 
arm flung across his face as though he 
had tried at the last moment to shut out the 
sight of death. One leg was skewed at an 
unnatural angle, the white trousers ripped 
and leaking blood. The figure looked like 
a smashed doll 

Had he killed him? That, surely, would 
be the final irony, to have come so far and 
lose him thus. Mars hung back, suddenly 
squeamish, dreading to find out. He bent 
down to examine the body, slid his hand 
inside the pretty shirt and felt for the heart. 
The throb of life pulsed like a toad beneath 
the flesh. 

He grabbed the unconscious man be- 
neatl the arms and dragged him to the 
car, propping up the torso with his knee 
as he got the door open. He pushed him 
in. One leg trailed down. When he picked 
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DEBBIE, WHO DEFEATED 
POLIO WITH SEX 


(A TRUE STORY) 


was hung by the British on the Upper East Side of Man- 

hattan. Considering the evolution of that area from a 
woodland outpost to the swinging singles bars of today. Mr. 
Hale may very well have been the last American male to have 
regretted the fact that he was ‘hung on the Upper East Side 
of Manhattan. This leads me tu the subject of Debbie. We met 
in bars, 

Debbie defeated polio with sex: at least that's what she 
claimed When polio and puberty arrived in her life simulta- 
neously, she decided on a unique course of action—a rela 
tively enjoyable exercise plan that would revolve (literally and 
figuratively) around the act of making love. She became a 
physical cross between Jack La Lanne and Messalina. Even- 
tually. her horizontal decathlon paid off when. in her late teens 
she recovered from the dreaded iliness. 

Now | know this sounds a bit farfetched unless you take into 
consideration the strange (comparatively recent) case of pub: 
lisher Norman Gousins. Cousins claimed that he beal cancer 
with laughter. Like all good publishers. the former head of Sat- 
urday Review magazine wrote a book about it and hustled his 
tale on the lecture circwit, vociferously touting the panacea of 
giggling to the masses. If in fact Cousins did what he claims, 
Debbie gains validity with her hump-for-healtn campaign. 

When | met her, at the tender age of 22, she had more “‘po- 
sitions" than a presidential candidate. She was an attractive. 
long-legged blonde, with an ample chest that placed her ten 


N athan Hale, the American Revolutionary War spy-hero 


pounds above fashion model and ten pounds below zaftig, a 
downright (or upright) desirable lady. At that time | was also 
in my early twenties: ready. willing and—most of all—capable 
of going Neanderthal for hours on end (mostly hers). She was 
never much on talk. Beyond the usual moan and an occasional 
instruction during sex—'harder slower faster’ of 

that’s it; now it’s good" —we never really nad a lengthy con- 
versation. Her polio story was brief and to the point; we never 
spoke of it a second time. Emotionally she plodded along in 
low gear; | recall only one outburst in the few months of our 
affair. It occurred in my parked car during a brief tryst on the 
Naugahyde sheets. | was engaged in a losing battle with the 
glove compartment door; it continually flopped open at the 
slightest touch when she snapped. ‘Damn it. don’t you know 
how to fuck in a car?" 

Since we never really had a relationship, we didn’t split up; 
we simply forgot each other's phone number, It was no greal 
loss, The only actual emotion | felt toward her was pity, and 
('m sure that many of her other bar pickups felt the same. | 
was often tempted to go the Billy Sunday route—mayhe throw 
in a little Sigmund Freud on the side—and straighten her out, 
80 fo speak. Unfortunately, my reform movements were al- 
ways nipped in the bud, shunted aside by my own physical 
needs, It reminded me of that old joke about the woman who 
takes her husband to a psychiatrist because "he thinks he's 
a chicken.” “| can cure him," says the psychiatrist. "Oh, don't 
do that," replies the wife. “We need the eggs." OH 
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it up, it hung loosely in his grip. He 
dropped it, leaned into the car, and 
shoved Brad further in till he could close 


the door. His limp body was awkward and 
heavy to maneuver as a sack of coal 

He examined the car. Strangely angled. 
it sagged in a sorry state, both fenders 
crushed, the front a ruin. He reached be- 
low it, fearing to touch oil or water leaking 
from a ruptured radiator; but it was dry 

As he slid back into the driver's seat. he 
glanced behind at the American. He lay 
without movement, dumped in the gap be: 
tween the seats. His head was twisted 
back; his mouth sagged wide; his eyes 
were open but rolled back so the blank 
whites glittered in the eerie wash of light. 

The ear was a wreck It was astonishing 
it still ran. He started it up again and drove 
slowly along the deserted road, looking 
for gasoline. The fuel indicator hovered at 
zero 

At 7:00 Am. he came upon a gasoline 
station. It had just opened, and he was the 
first customer of the day. The boy who 
came out yawning into the sunlight halted 
with his mouth open and stared in amaze- 
mentat the battered, mud-stained car and 
the ragged scarecrow who leaned against 
the window, masking the view inside 

"Plein," Mars ordered curtly 

The boy went slowly to unloop the 
pump, puzzling over what it meant. Car 
and man looked as though they had trav- 
eled some enormous way, broken and 


194 PENTHOUSE 


& 


SOME SERIOUS NOTES 
ON MOVING. 


By Victor Borge 


When you move, make sure your 
mail arrives at your new address right 
after you do. 

The key is this: Notify everyone 
who regularly sends you mail one full 
month before you move. 

Your Post Office or Postman can 
supply you with free Change-of- 
Address Kits to make notifying even 


easier. One last serious note. 
Use your new ZIP Code. 
Don’t make * 


your mail come looking for you. 
Notify everyone 


a month before you move. 
USPS 1980 


made old by the hardships of their desper- 
ate journey. As he set the nozzle to the 
tank, he glanced at the fierce, defiant 
stare, 

Shops were open in the village just be: 
yond the pump. Mars parked away from 
them and walked back. As he came into 
the little store where three women were 
gossiping at the counter, all conversation 
stopped at once. It was as if a chill had 
entered with him. A sense of horror and 
oppression clung around him: meee 
watched him fixedly while he chose. 

He took a bottle of brandy, bread 
cheese, cigarettes, and a good cigar, pay- 
ing with money he had rifled from Brad's 
pockets. He heard the chatter and spec- 
ulation start as the donr swung shut be- 
hind him. 

At 9:00 Am., in the glare of a morning 
already stale with heat, the ruined car 
swaying and lurching on its smashed sus- 
pension, crept up the track and lipped the 
slope above that plateau between the 
humpbacked hills where lay the farm. He 
stopped. He looked 

The heat pressed down on the lonely 
scene. The house was still and quiet. No 
window stood open there, no wisp of 
smoke filtered from the chimney, no flash 
of color, no movement, no vehicle, no sign 
of life. It was a valley of the dead. 

He drove into the courtyard and parked 
in the cow barn so the car would be in- 
visible from the track. 


Leaving Brad where he lay, he forced 
up the same window, climbed in, and ex- 
plored the rooms. All were exactly as he 
had left them. No one had come here 
since 

He was tired out, dropping with fatigue. 
Two nights he had passed without sleep. 
He could not remember when last he had 
eaten. For the final miles of that nightmare 
drive only the thought of Marie Louise had 
kept him going. the hope of arms to areet 
and succor him, of love and safety and a 
place to rest 

The emptiness, the awtul 
pressed in from every side. 

He took up the brandy bottle, uncorked 
it, and drank long and deep, waiting till that 
reviving fire burned into his muscles. With 
the last remnants of this strength he 
hauled Brad out and dragged his uncon- 
scious body down the stone steps to the 
cellar. He snapped on the single bare and 
hanging light. 

The grim room stood revealed; the 
stone walls, the black, glassy water in the 
reservoir, the cobwebbed shapes of farm 
implements hung upon the wall, shrouded 
and horrifying like incomprehensible in- 
struments of torture. 

He rested, close to fainting. To sleep, he 
thought, sleep. He must sleep or die. Just 
‘one more thing to do. 

A coil of metal electric cord remaining 
from the crude electrification of the cellar 
drooped from a nail driven in the wall. He 


silence, 


forced himself to move, took it up, and un- 
wound the stiff, dusty coils. He pulled 
Brad's arms behind him and bound it tight- 
ly around his wrists, He set the broken leg 
against the other and wired them together 
at the ankles. 

He had made it, though. He had his 
man. He had him. 

From out of the bright morning. sleep 
crept over him like a thick dense dark 
night 


Alone upsiairs in his empty room, Mars 
dined on bread and cheese, squatting 
cross-legged upon the mattress, 

His appetite was keen. It was a long 
time since he had eaten. As Brad had 
celebrated alone at dinner on the day be- 
fore, so he did tonight. As he ate, he won- 
dered how it would be tomorrow. Every 
adventure has an end, every tale a reso- 
lution. He had no doubt at all that he would 
obtain the American's confession. With it 
he would deliver him to the police. Un- 
doubtedly it would cause a furor and the 
press would enjoy a field day, but the re- 
sult could not long be in dispute; the out- 
come was assured. Mars's name would 
be cleared. A man who, in the awful price 
of Jane's death, had achieved everything 
he wanted. The mother gone, he would 
have Harry, his son, to adopt and to be- 
queath to him his title and his‘name. 


Inthe restaurant in Grenoble, one hundred 


fifty kilometers north of Sisteron, the girl 
finished her coffee and paid the bill for din- 
ner. It came to only twenty-two francs, for 
she had drunk no wine; she had a long 
drive ahead of her on winding mountain 
roads. 

She sped through Sisteron. Midnight 
and the town silent and deserted, the 
looming walls of the valley, the steep tiers 
of housefronts to one side and on the oth- 
er the rumble of the river in its gorge. 

There were the familiar streets of child- 
hood. Marie Louise was coming home. 

Fear had kept her from the farm. She 
had done all that had been asked of her. 
As instructed, she had rented a car and 
driven to Dieppe. There she had waited, 
anxious and fearful even then, so curt and 
bewildering had been Mars's order, so 
specific yet so charged with dark unspo- 
ken knowledge, 

And then—the following morning—she 
had read about it in the papers. The ter- 
rible discovery, the bloody crime, the mur- 
der of the woman she had worked for in 
the house where she, too, had lived. 

For days she feared to leave her hotel 
room. She knew no one to talk with; there 
was nobody she trusted. She read the pa- 
pers, listened to every bulletin on the ra- 
dio, both longing and dreading to hear 
news of her lover. The police were looking 
for him; he was wanted to help them in 
their inquiries. 

Then—at the end of the week—the 


shocking headlines, The English papers 
on the stand screaming out the news: 
“MARS GUILTY. MARS A MURDERER.” 

He had done it. The nightmare was 
made fact. 

Where was he, that man she loved? The 
police of every country were searching for 
him; yet he had disappeared. She was ter- 
tified by the thought that he was looking 
for her, that he might be headed for the 
farm, 

But time had passed since then. They 
had said that ne was dead. Now the lights 
of Sisteron were shut off behind her by the 
line of hills. The clouds were massing up 
against the moon. Eight kilometers from 
home she pressed on through the dark. 


Desperately, the American's tethered 
hands worked upon the wire. Exhausted, 
the two men stared into each other's eyes. 
So vastly different, time and circumstance 
had brought them to this single place. Fa 
tigue and stress had peeled away the lay- 
ers and reduced them to the same. 
Shared knowledge of an awful act had 
made them one. A kind of communion ex- 
isted between interrogator and prisoner, 
together they stood outside the walls, be- 
yond the citadel that men build to protect 
themselves from eternal night. 

"Tell me!" demanded Mars. 

The American's fingers worked upon 
the flexible electric coil, Behind him, con- 
cealed from Mars, his nails shredded the 
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f you've been reluctant to purchase sexual 

aids through the mail, the Xandria Collection 
would like to offer you two things that may 
change your mind: 


1. Aguarantee 
2. Another guarantee 


First, we guarantee your privacy. Should you 
decide to order our catalogue or products, your 
transaction will be held in the strictest con- 
fidence. 

Your name will never (never) be used tor 
additional mailings or solicitations. Nor will it 
be sold or given to any other company. And 
everything we ship to you is plainly packaged 
‘securely wrapped, without the slightest indica- 
tion of its contents on the outside. 

Second, we guarantee your satisfaction. 
Everything offered in the Xandria Collection is 
the result of extensive research and real-lite 
testing. We are so certain that the risk of dis- 
appointment has been eliminated from our 
products, that we can actually guarantee your 
satisfaction-or your money promptly, unques- 
tioningly refunded. 


What is the Xandria Collection? 

Itis a very, very special collection of sexual 
aids, It includes the finest and most effective 

roducts available from around the world. 

roducts that can open new doors to sexual 
gratification (perhaps many doors you never 
knew existed!). 


Sexual Aids 


How to order them 
@ without embarrassment. 


@ How to use them 
without disappointment. 


Our products ranae from the simple to the 
delightfully complex. They are designed for both 
the timid and the bold. For anyone who's ever 
wished there could be something more to their 
sex life. 

lf you're prepared to intensify your own 
sexual pleasure, then by all means send for the 
Xandria Collection catalogue. It is priced at just 
three dollars which is applied in full to your 
first order. 

Write today. You have absolutely nothing to 
lose. And an entirely new world of enjoyment 
to gain 
c------------"1 


The Xandria Collection, Dept H07 
P.O. Box 31039, San Francisco, CA 94131 1 
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rotten insulation. Bent back and forth, 
back and forth. three strands had already 
parted, Now his desperate fingers hooked 
up and worked upon the fourth. 

“Tell me, damn you!" Mars dashed 
down the bottle. |t exploded on the floor. 
The sound died away. 

You did it, you!" 

The accusation whispered back at him 
from the silence, and Mars stared in shock 
and disbelief 

Yes, you," said the American. “You 
crazy Joon. You! You set itup. She died— 
it was what you wanted, wasn't it?" 

“You who did it,” Mars answered, 
grasping for the fact 

“Okay. Okay. So | did * The wire 
parted in his hand as the American replied 
with a sudden composure so unnatural 
and so ghastly it scraped Mars’s ragged 
nerves in a way no defiance could have. 
The voice continued calm, “She walked 
in on me. She came at me on the stairs. 
! killed her. You'd have done the same.’ 

Another wire snapped. The binding was 
slack now. He could move his wrists in the 
loosened knot. He could twist his hands. 
One more would do it. One more and the 
advantage of surprise. One more and he 
could take him. His fingers stretched out 
and hooked the next frail strand within his 
grasp. 

“But you!" shouted Mars. 
you! You, and | want it written.” 

“Okay,” the other admitted, sounding 
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Not me. 


almost querulous. “Okay. Okay. So we do 
a deal.” 

“No deal. You write.and sign 

The advantage had flowed between 
them in the long ordeal. Now, as he twist- 
ed his loosened hands, the American felt 
it come to him hot and strong. 

‘You write and sign.” repeated Mars 
taking paper from his pocket and stepping 
toward him. 

The wire which fed the light that hung 
above the prisoner's head had been 
looped crudely from the wall, the same as 
that coil of wire which Mars had used to 
bind his hands. It draped across the 
stonework, rose to hook over a nail driven 
into the ceiling, and hung down to the 
socket and the naked bulb. The strand of 
live wire looped behind the prisoner's 
chair, and it was this that his fingers un- 
knowingly had caught up, this they had 
twisted in their sweaty grasp, this live and 
fatal current from which his nails 
scratched away the insulation to bare and 
snap apart 

And—as Mars came toward him—the 
wire broke. 

Brad was tensed to strike as he felt it 
part. His muscles gathered then a 
sheet of flame tore through him. A shat- 
tering torrent of power grasped and fiung 
him up the wall. 

In that galvanic leap was an instant of 
total cosmic understanding as the valves 
and filaments of the brain flared brilliant in 


the searing flash, more brilliant than the 
sun. Universal illumination. Then, in the 
same instant, the light above and the light 
of life charred to an ember, blackened and 
burned out, 

His convulsing body danced and jig- 
gled on the wall 

An awful cry ripped apart the shadows 
of the cellar. A scream, not from the body 
falling, not from that limp figure tumbling 
to the ground . .. but from behind him. 

Mars turned and looked. 

In the liquid underwater luster reflecting 
from the surface of the reservoir he saw 
her. Marie Louise stood upon the steps 

She stared, recoiling from the specta- 
cle, The dead man, the killer who reared 
above the body in the gloom, the black 
wings of horror which spread across the 
world. The terror which seized her held 
her rigid and aghast. 

Mars reached toward her. ‘Please . . ."" 

His voice, his move, released her. She 
whirled about and raced up from the cel- 
lar. 

As she fled, the agony of his soul tore 
from him in one last despairing cry, 
“Wait... !"" 


Three years had passed since Nigel 
Mars's disappearance. No word of his dis- 
covery had ever been reported, though for 
the first months sightings had come in 
from all over the world, sightings by peo- 
ple who claimed to have spotted him in an 


extraordinary variety of places and the 
most diverse and bizarre of occupations. 
He had been seen as a croupier in Mo- 
naco, a shop assistant in Zurich, working 
as a water-ski instructor at Portofino, 
buying a tie in Sao Paulo, boarding a 
plane in Chicago, fishing for marlin off the 
Florida Keys. All had been examined 
by the police. 

Red herrings had sprung up across the 
world. False leads had abounded, and ev- 
ery one had been investigated. Every one 
had come to nothing 

In the dining room at Vancouver Marine 
and Mining, Sir Bay Bayliss glanced at his 
watch. “Shan't wait,” he announced. 

‘He's always late. We may as well start.” 
He touched a bell beneath the table with 
his toe 

The three men assembled in that room 
had not altered since the luncheon they 
had eaten there three years ago after 
which Bay and Lenhume plotted to get 
Mars out of England. Hugo Temple Gore 
had not been party to that plan. He had 
become privy to it only long after Mars’s 
disappearance had been accomplished 
when certain business affairs necessitat 
ed that he be informed of the situation 

Hugo, Bay, Lenhume. Now, around the 
same table those three men were reas. 
mmbled. And they were today as then. 
Possibly Hugo had longer hair; possibly 
Roger Lenhume was a little plumper, a lit 
tle thicker, and redder in the face. Bay 
Bayliss, draped negligently in his chair 
wearing the same unpressed tweed suit 
was unchanged by time 

The service door swung softly open. A 
white-jacketed butler entered to serve a 
quivering mousse of caviar shaped like 
young girl's breast, A few moments ai 
the other door opened to admit th 
man whom they had been expecting 
was Sandy Eastman. 

Sandy Eastman only member 
of the group who did look changed. 
slight air of shiftines: 
when he had b 
of money and running scared was n 
ible now. It was as though a layer 
and composure had been 
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Hugo put aside his white wine and tast 
ed the claret, “How does he look?" he 
asked. 

“Well somewhat different. Younger, 


actually, The plastic surgery was a great 
success." 

"He doesn't . 

‘No, he doesn't go down to Capetown 
or near the ship. He's really very busy. The 
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Pick Up More Girls! 


| This is it! The brand new, updated edition of | This famous best selling book can tum you into 
the original world4amous classic. . the book | SUCN a confident, masterful lover women will 
that was turned into a smash hit ABC movie. | Sense there is something special about you the 
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farm occupies most of his time now, of 
course.” 

“The French bird," Bay asked. “She's 
still with him?” 

“Oh, yes. They seem very happy to- 
gether." After a moment he added, 
“She's pregnant, actually.” 

“Good heavens!" Bay was taken 
aback. ‘‘How odd. You didn't tell me that.” 

Lenhume nodded in confirmation, his 
mouth full, 

“Changed in other ways, though,” he 
added: 

“Really,"" Hugo looked up from his 
plate. “How so?"’ 

“Well... he dresses abominably, for 
‘one thing. Do you know he wore jeans the 
entire time | was there?” 

"Jeans?" Hugo roared with laughte: 
don't see it somehow." 

“Nigel couldn't change, '" Sandy assert- 
ed confidently. ‘Not Nigel.” 

“Terrible thing about Jane,”” Hugo re- 


Bay said, “Of course. Ghastly business, 
quite beastly," and tipped the wine into his 
mouth. 

The port was finished. Just before they 
rose from the table, Bay referred again to 
Mars. 

“Odd,” he remarked, “about his 
French girl being pregnant. He can never 
come back of course—not that he wants 
to, | gather—but if it's a son, | suppose one 
day the boy can claim the title.” 

Hugo objected, “He'll have to get mar- 
ried first.” 

“Wouldn't put it past-him,’’ Lenhume 
said. ‘They get on so well together it's em- 
barrassing. They neck together all the 
time.” 

leck!" Bay repeated disgustedly. 
“Really, Roger, that’s hardly Nigel's 
form.”” 

Lenhume smiled, knowing better than to 
insist. 

he fourteenth baronet," Bay contin- 
ued thoughtfully. ‘Well, it's a luckier num- 
ber than the last, 

They rose to leave. 

It had been an excellent lunch. One ate 
as well here as any place in town. They 
felt at home here. It was a safe, well-or- 
dered world; one that nothing could dis- 
rupt. Only when they stood together on the 
landing at the head of that graceful curved 
Staircase which led down to the high-ceil- 
inged hall did Hugo allude to the matter 
one last and final time. 

“Terrible business, though, Jane dying, 
all of that. Terrible. Tell me, do you think 
he did it?" 

“Did it?" Roger Lenhume laughed. ‘Of 
course he did it. He's a killer, Nigel. In Sis- 
teron, when we come to bulldoze the foun- 
dations, we'll probably find another body 
buried at the farm.” 

They said good-bye. Bay and Hugo 
strolled to their rooms. The other two 
stepped down the stairs and went their 
way into the summer afternoon. . . O+-, 
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In either length—King or 100’s: 


Carlton 
is lowest. 


Compare Carlton with Ce, le, 
U.S. Gov’t figures for brands < 


that call themselves low in tar: 


tw Nicotine 
= ee 
Benson & Hedges Lights 100's eS es 
Kant) ee — aT) 
Marlboro Lights > es 
Merit100's 10 0.7 
Newport Lights 10 08 
Salem Lights 11 08 
Vantage 100’s : 12 09 
Winston Lights 100's 13 1.0 
Carlton Box (lowest of all brands) 
less than 0.01 


Carlton 100’s Box 


Box Less than 0.01 mg. “tar, 0.002 mg. nicotine; 100's Box: 1 mg, “tar”, 0.1 mg, nicotine 
‘v. per cigarette by FTC method. Soft Pack: 1 mg, “tar”, 0.1 mg. nicotine, 

Menthol; Less than 1 mg. “tar, 0.1 mg. nicotine, 

100's Soft Pack Less than 6 mg, “tar“, 0.5 mg. nicotine; 

100's Menthol § mg. “tar, 0.4 mg. nicotine av. per cigarette, FTC Report Dec. ‘79. 


